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A  D  V  E  R  T I  S  E  M  P:  N  T, 


The  concluding  paper  of  this  work  con- 
tains a  very  genuine  account  of  the  origin  of 
The  Mirror,  of  which  The  Lounger  was  a 
continuation.  The  members  of  that  society 
in  Edinburgh,  in  which  such  a  pubHcation 
was  first  thought  of,  and  by  which  The  Mirror 
and  Lounger  were  afterwards  carried  on,  were 
Mr.  R.  Cullen,  Mr.  M'Leod  Bannatyne,  Mr. 
George  Ogilvy,  Mr.  Alex.  Abercromby,  and 
Mr,  W.  Craig,  Advocates,  —  the  last  two  of 
whom  have  been  since  appointed  judges  of  the 
Court  of  Session  in  Scotland,  —  Mr.  George 
Home,  one  of  the  principal  clerks  of  that 
court,  and  Mr.  H.  Mackenzie,  of  the  Exche- 
quer at  Edinburgh.  Of  these,  Mr.  Ogilvy, 
though  with  abilities  and  genius  abundantly 
capable  of  the  task,  never  contributed  to  The 
Mirror,  and  the  Society  had  to  lament  his 
death  before  the  appearance  of  their  second 
publication.  None  of  its  members,  Mr.  Mac- 
kenzie excepted,  whose  name  is  sufficiently 
known  as  an  author,  had  ever  before  been 
concerned  in  any  publication.     To  Mr.  Mac- 
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kenzie,  therefore,  was  intrusted  the  conduct- 
ing of  the  work,  and  he  alone  had  any  com- 
munication with  the  editor,  to  whom  the  other 
members  of  the  society  were  altogether  un- 
known. Secrecy  was  an  object  of  much  im- 
portance to  a  work  of  this  sort ;  and  during 
the  publication  of  both  these  performances  it 
was  singularly  well  attained. 

At  their  first  appearance  in  numbers,  the 
papers  had  no  marks  affixed  to  them ;  on 
their  publication  in  volumes,  those  written  by 
any  member  of  the  society  were  distinguished 
by  some  of  the  letters  of  a  syllable  appro- 
priated to  him.  The  papers,  or  parts  of  pa- 
pers, contributed  by  correspondents,  had  no 
distinguishing  mark.  In  this  edition,  it  has 
been  thought  proper  to  furnish  the  reader  with 
the  following  Table,  and  a  similar  one  is  an- 
nexed to  The  Lounger,  by  which  he  is  in- 
formed of  the  author  of  every  number,  except 
the  few  which  were  furnished  by  correspond- 
ents neither  known  at  the  time,  nor  ever 
afterwards  discovered,  and  who  choose  still 
to  remain  unknown  to  the  public. 
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Quis  novus  liic  hospes  f  vieg.  ^en.  iv.  10. 

When  a  stranger  is  introduced  into  a  numerous 
company,  he  is  scarcely  seated  before  everybody 
present  begins  to  form  some  notion  of  his  character. 
The  gay,  the  sprightly,  and  the  inconsiderate,  judge 
of  him  by  the  cut  of  his  coat,  the  fashion  of  his  peri- 
wig, and  the  ease  or  awkwardness  of  his  bow.  The 
cautious  citizen,  and  the  proud  country  gentleman, 
value  him  according  to  the  opinion  they  chance  to 
adopt,  the  one,  of  the  extent  of  his  rent-roll,  the 
other,  of  the  length  of  his  pedigree  ;  and  all  esti- 
mate his  merit,  in  proportion  as  he  seems  to  possess, 
or  to  want  those  qualities  for  which  themselves  wish 
to  be  admired.  If,  "in  the  course  of  conversation, 
they  chance  to  discover  that  he  is  in  use  to  make 
one  in  the  polite  circles  of  the  metropolis  ;  that  he 
is  familiar  with  the  great,  and  sometimes  closeted 
with  the  minister ;  whatever  contempt  or  indiffer- 
ence they  may  at  first  have  shown,  or  felt  themselves 
disposed  to  show,  they  at  once  give  up  their  own 
judgment ;  every  one  pays  a  compliment  to  his  own 
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sagacity,  by  assuming  the  merit  of  having  discov- 
ered that  this  stranger  had  the  air  of  a  man  of 
fashion  ;  and  all  vie  in  their  attention  and  civility, 
in  hopes  of  establishing  a  more  intimate  acquaint- 
ance. 

An  anonymous  periodical  writer,  when  he  first 
gives  his  works  to  the  public,  is  pretty  much  in  the 
situation  of  the  stranger.  If  he  endeavour  to  amuse 
the  young  and  the  lively,  by  the  sprightliness  of  his 
wit,  or  the  sallies  of  his  imagination,  the  grave  and 
the  serious  throw  aside  his  works  as  trifling  and  con- 
temptible. The  reader  of  romance  and  sentiment 
finds  no  pleasure  but  in  some  eventful  story,  suited 
to  his  taste  and  disposition  ;  while  with  him  who 
aims  at  instruction  in  politics,  religion,  or  morality, 
nothing  is  relished  that  has  not  a  relation  to  the  ob- 
ject he  pursues.  But  no  sooner  is  the  public  in- 
formed that  this  unknown  author  has  ah'eady  figured 
in  the  woi'ld  as  a  poet,  historian,  or  essayist ;  that 
his  writings  are  read  and  admired  by  the  Shaftes- 
buries,  the  Addisons,  and  the  Chesterfields  of  the 
age  ;  tlian  beauties  are  discovered  in  every  line ;  he 
is  extolled  as  a  man  of  universal  talents,  who  can 
laugh  with  the  merry,  and  be  serious  with  the  grave  ; 
who,  at  one  time,  can  animate  his  reader  with  the 
glowing  sentiments  of  virtue  and  compassion,  and  at 
another,  carry  him  through  the  calm  disquisitions 
of  science  and  philosophy. 

Nor  is  the  world  to  be  blamed  for  this  general 
mode  of  judging.  Before  an  individual  can  form 
an  opinion  for  himself,  he  is  under  a  necessity  of 
reading  with  attention,  of  examining  whether  the 
style  and  manner  of  the  author  be  suited  to  his  sub- 
ject, if  his  thoughts  and  images  be  natural,  his  ob- 
servations just,  his  arguments  conclusive,  and  though 
all  this   may  be   done  with  moderate  talents,  and 
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without  any  extraordinary  share  of  what  is  com- 
monly called  learning ;  yet  it  is  a  much  more  com- 
pendious method,  and  saves  much  time,  and  labour, 
and  reflection,  to  follow  the  crowd,  and  to  re-echo 
the  opinions  of  the  critics. 

There  is,  however,  one  subject,  on  which  every 
man  thinks  himself  qualified  to  decide,  namely,  the 
representation  of  his  own  character,  of  the  char- 
acters of  those  around  him,  and  of  the  age  in  which 
he  lives  ;  and  as  I  propose  in  the  following  papers, 
"to  hold,  as  it  were,  the  Mirror  up  to  Nature,  to 
show  Virtue  her  own  features,  Vice  lier  own  image, 
and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time  his  form  and 
pressure,"  my  readers  will  judge  for  themselves, 
independent  of  names  and  authority,  whether  the 
picture  be  a  just  one.  This  is  a  field,  which,  how- 
ever extensively  and  judiciously  cultivated  by  my 
predecessors,  may  still  produce  something  new. 
The  follies,  the  fashions,  and  the  vices  of  mankind, 
are  in  constant  fiuctuation  ;  and  these,  in  their  turn, 
bring  to  light  new  virtues,  or  modifications  of  vir- 
tues, which  formerly  lay  hid  in  the  human  soul,  for 
want  of  opportunities  to  exert  them.  Time  alone 
can  show  whether  1  be  quahfied  for  the  task  I  have 
undertaken.  No  man,  without  a  trial,  can  judge  of 
his  ability  to  please  the  public ;  and  prudence  for- 
bids him  to  trust  the  applauses  of  partial  friendship. 

It  may  be  proper,  however,  without  meaning  to 
anticipate  the  opinion  of  the  reader,  to  give  him 
some  of  the  outlines  of  my  past  life  and  education. 

I  am  the  only  son  of  a  gentleman  of  moderate 
fortune.  My  parents  died  when  I  was  an  infant, 
leaving  me  under  the  guardianship  of  an  eminent 
counsellor,  who  came  annually  to  visit  an  estate  he 
had  in  the  neighbourhood  of  my  father's,  and  of  the 
clergyman  of  the  parish,  both  of  them  men  of  dis- 
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tinguished  probity  and  honour.  They  took  partic- 
ular care  of  my  education,  intending  me  for  one  of 
the  learned  professions.  At  the  age  of  twenty,'! 
had  completed  my  studies,  and  was  preparing  to 
enter  upon  the  theatre  of  the  world,  when  the  death 
of  a  distant  relation  in  the  metropolis  left  me  pos- 
sessed of  a  handsome  fortune.  I  soon  after  set  out 
on  the  tour  of  Europe  ;  and  having  passed  five 
years  in  visiting  the  different  courts  on  the  continent, 
and  examining  the  manners,  with,  at  least,  as  much 
attention  as  the  pictures  and  buildings  of  the  king- 
doms through  which  I  passed,  I  returned  to  my 
native  country ;  where  a  misfortune  of  the  ten- 
derest  kind  threw  me,  for  some  time,  into  retire- 
ment. 

By  the  assiduities  of  some  friends,  who  have 
promised  to  assist  me  in  the  present  publication,  I 
was  prevented  from  falling  a  sacrifice  to  that  languid 
inactivity  which  a  depression  of  spirits  never  fails 
to  produce.  Without  seeming  to  do  so,  they  en- 
gaged me,  by  degrees,  to  divide  my  time  between 
study  and  society  ;  restoring,  by  that  means,  a  relish 
for  both.  I  once  more  took  a  share  in  the  busy,  and, 
sometimes,  in  the  idle  scenes  of  life.  But  a  mind 
habituated  to  reflection,  though  it  may  seem  occupied 
with  the  occurrences  of  the  day,  —  a  tax  which 
politeness  exacts,  which  every  benevolent  heart 
cheerfully  pays,  —  will  often,  at  the  same  time,  be 
employed  in  endeavouring  to  discover  the  springs 
and  motives  of  action,  which  are  sometimes  hid  from 
the  actors  themselves  ;  to  trace  the  progress  of  char- 
acter through  the  mazes  in  which  it  is  involved  by 
education  or  habit ;  to  mark  those  approaches  to 
error  into  which  unsuspecting  innocence  and  integ- 
rity are  too  apt  to  be  led  ;  and,  in  general,  to  inves- 
tigate those  passions  and  affections  of  the  mind  Avhich 
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have  the  chief  influence  on  the  happiness  of  indivi- 
duals, or  of  society. 

If  the  sentiments  and  observations  to  which  this 
train  of  thinking  will  naturally  give  rise,  can  be  ex- 
hibited in  this  paper,  in  such  a  dress  and  manner  as 
to  afford  amusement,  it  will  at  least  be  an  innocent 
one  ;  and,  though  instruction  is,  perhaps,  hardly  to 
be  expected  from  such  desultory  sketches,  yet  their 
general  tendency  shall  be,  to  cultivate  taste  and 
improve  the  heart. 
T 
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No  child  ever  heard  from  its  nurse  the  story  of 
Jack  the  Giant  Killer's  Cap  of  Darkness,  without 
envying  the  pleasures  of  invisibility  ;  and  the  idea 
of  Gyges's  Ring  has  made,  I  believe,  many  a  grave 
mouth  water. 

This  power  is,  in  some  degree,  possessed  by  the 
writer  of  an  anonymous  paper.  He  can  at  least 
exercise  it  for  a  purpose,  for  which  people  would  be 
most  apt  to  use  the  privilege  of  being  invisible,  to 
wit,  that  of  hearing  what  is  said  of  himself. 

A  few  hours  after  the  publication  of  my  first 
number,  I  sallied  forth,  with  all  the  advantages  of 
invisibility,  to  hear  an  account  of  myself  and  my 
paper.  I  must  confess,  however,  that,  for  some 
time,  I  was  mortified  by  hearing  no  such  account  at 
all ;  the  first  company  I  visited  being  dull  enough 
to  talk  about  last  night's  Advertiser,  instead  of  The 


24  MIRROR.  NO.  r?. 

Mirror ;  and  the  second,  which  consisted  of  ladies, 
to  whom  I  ventured  to  mention  the  appearance  of 
my  first  number,  making  a  sudden  digression  to  the 
price  of  a  new-fashioned  lustring,  and  the  colour  of 
the  trimming  with  which  it  would  be  proper  to  make 
it  up  into  a  gown.  Nor  was  I  more  fortunate  in  the 
third  place,  where  I  contrived  to  introduce  the  sub- 
ject of  my  publication,  though  it  was  a  coffee-house, 
where  it  is  actually  taken  in  for  the  use  of  the  cus- 
tomers ;  a  set  of  old  gentlemen  at  one  table,  throw- 
ing it  aside  to  talk  over  a  bargain  ;  and  a  company 
of  young  ones,  at  another,  breaking  off  in  the  middle 
to  decide  a  match  at  billiards. 

It  was  not  till  I  arrived  at  the  place  of  its  birth 
that  I  met  with  any  traces  of  its  fame.  In  the  well- 
known  shop  of  my  editor,  I  found  it  the  subject  of 
conversation  ;  though  I  must  own  that,  even  here, 
some  little  quackery  was  used  for  the  purpose,  as 
he  had  taken  cjire  to  have  several  copies  lying  open 
on  the  table,  besides  the  conspicuous  appearance  of 
the  subscription  paper  hung  up  fronting  the  door, 
with  the  word  Mirror  a-top,  printed  in  large  capi- 
tals. 

The  first  question  I  found  agitated  was  concern- 
ing the  author,  that  being  a  point  within  the  reach 
of  every  capacity.  JNIr.  Creech,  though  much  im- 
portuned on  this  head,  knew  his  business  better  than 
to  satisfy  their  curiosity ;  so  the  hounds  were  cast 
off  to  find  him,  and  many  a  different  scent  they  hit 
on.  First,  he  was  a  Clergyman,  then  a  Professor, 
then  a  Player,  then  a  gentleman  of  the  Exchequer 
who  writes  plays,  then  a  Lawyer,  a  Doctor  of  Laws, 
a  Commissioner  of  the  Customs,  a  Baron  of  the 
Exchequer,  a  Lord  of  Session,  a  Peer  of  the  Realm. 
A  critic,  who  talked  much  about  style,  was  positive 
as  to  the  sex  of  the  writer,  and  declared  k  to  be 
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female,  strengthening  his  conjecture  by  the  name  of 
the  paper,  which  he  said  would  not  readily  have 
occurre(i  to  a  man.  He  added,  that  it  was  full  of 
Scotticisms,  which  sufficiently  marked  it  to  be  a 
home  production. 

This  hd  to  animadversions  on  the  work  itself, 
which  we-e  begun  by  an  observatiou  of  my  own, 
that  it  seened,  from  the  slight  perusal  I  had  given 
it,  to  be  tderably  well  written.  The  critic  above 
mentioned  strenuously  supported  the  contrary  opin- 
ion, and  coacluded  his  strictures  on  this  particular 
publication,  with  a  general  remark  on  all  modern 
ones,  that  tlere  was  no  force  of  thought,  nor  beauty 
of  compositon,  to  be  found  in  them. 

An  eldery  gentleman,  who  said  he  had  a  guess  at 
the  author,  prognosticated,  that  the  paper  would  be 
used  as  theyehicle  of  a  system  of  Skepticism,  and 
that  he  hadvery  little  doubt  of  seeing  Mr.  Hume's 
posthumousworks  introduced  in  it.  A  short  squat 
man,  with  acarbuncled  face,  maintained  that  it  was 
designed  to  )ropagate  Methodism  ;  and  said,  he  be- 
lieved it  to  )e  the  production  of  a  disciple  of  Mr. 
John  Weslej.  A  gentleman  in  a  gold  chain  differed 
from  both  ;  ;nd  told  us  he  had  been  informed,  from 
very  good  aithority,  that  the  paper  was  intended  for 
political  purpses. 

A  smart  bking  young  man,  in  green,  said  he  was 
sure  that  it  \ould  be  very  satirical ;  his  companion, 
in  scarlet,  wa  equally  certain  that  it  would  be  very 
stupid.  But  with  this  last  prediction  I  was  not 
much  offendd,  when  I  discovered  that  its  author 
had  not  read  Jie  first  number,  but  only  inquired  of 
Mr.  Creech  were  it  was  published. 

A  plump  rund  figure,  near  the  fire,  who  had  just 
put  on  his  spctacles  to  examine  the  paper,  closed 
the  debate,  bjobserving,  with  a  grave  aspect,  that 
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as  the  author  was  anonymous,  it  was  proper  to  be 
veiy  cautious  in  talking  of  the  performance  After 
glancing  over  the  pages,  he  said,  he  could  have 
wished  they  had  set  apart  a  corner  for  intelligence 
from  America ;  but,  having  taken  off  his  spectacles, 
wiped,  and  put  them  into  their  case,  he  sad,  with  a 
tone  of  discovery,  he  had  found  out  the  reason  why 
there  was  nothing  of  that  sort  in  The  Miiror  ;  it  was 
in  order  to  save  the  tax  upon  newspapers. 

Upon  getting  home  to  my  lodgings,  ani  reflecting 
on  what  I  had  heard,  I  was  for  some  tine  in  doubt, 
whether  I  should  not  put  an  end  to  these  questions 
at  once,  by  openly  publishing  my  name  and  inten- 
tions to  the  world.  But  I  am  preventtd  from  dis- 
covering the  first  by  a  certain  bashfulnes,  of  which 
even  my  travels  have  not  been  able  o  cure  me ; 
from  declaring  the  last,  by  being  realy  unable  to 
declare  them.  The  complexion  of  m^  paper  will 
depend  on  a  thousand  circumstances,  wiich  it  is  im- 
possible to  foresee.  Besides  these  littl  changes,  to 
which  every  one  is  liable  from  extcnal  circum- 
stances, I  must  fairly  acknowledge,  tha  my  mind  is 
naturally  much  more  various  than  ny  situation. 
The  disposition  of  the  author  will  no  always  cor- 
respond with  the  temper  of  a  man  in  the  first 
chai'acter  I  may  sometimes  indulge  a  stortiveness  to 
which  I  am  a  stranger  in  the  latter,  am  escape  from 
a  train  of  very  different  thoughts,  into  he  occasional 
gayety  of  The  Mirror. 

The  general  tendency  of  my  lucu)rations,  how- 
ever, I  have  signified  in  my  first  numler,  in  allusion 
to  my  title ;  I  mean  to  show  the  wold  what  it  is, 
and  will  sometimes  endeavour  to  pont  out  what  it 
should  be. 

Somebody  has  compared  the  publiher  of  a  peri- 
odical paper  of  this  kind,  to  the  ower  of  a  stage- 
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coach,  who  is  obliged  to  run  his  vehicle  with  or 
without  passengers.  One  might  carry  on  the  allu- 
sion through  various  points  of  similarity.  I  must 
confess  to  my  customers,  that  the  I'oad  we  are  to 
pass  together  is  not  a  new  one ;  that  it  has  been 
travelled  again  and  again,  and  that  too,  in  much 
better  carriages  than  mine.  I  would  only  insinuate, 
that,  though  the  great  objects  are  still  the  same, 
there  are  certain  little  edifices,  some  beautiful,  some 
grotesque,  and  some  ridiculous,  which  people  on 
every  side  of  the  road,  are  daily  building,  in  the 
prospect  of  which  we  may  find  some  amusement. 
Their  fellow-passengers  will  sometimes  be  persons 
of  high,  and  sometimes  of  low  rank,  as  in  other 
stage-coaches ;  like  them  too,  sometimes  grave, 
sometimes  facetious  ;  but  that  ladies,  and  men  of 
delicacy,  may  not  be  afi'aid  to  take  places,  they  may 
be  assured  that  no  scun'ilous  or  indecent  company 
will  ever  be  admitted. 
I 
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Formam  qvidem  ipsam  et  faciem  lionesti  vides,  aum,  si  oculis  cer- 
neretur,  mirahiles  avwres  excitaret  sapmntuB, 

CIC.   DE    OFFIC. 

The  philosopher  and  the  mere  man  of  taste  dif- 
fer from  each  other  chiefly  in  this,  that  the  latter  is 
satisfied  with  the  pleasure  he  receives  from  objects, 
W'ithout  inquiring  into  the  pi'incipjes  or  causes  from 
which  diat  pleasure  proceeds  ;  but  the  philosophical 
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inquirer,  not  satisfied  with  the  effect  which  objects 
viewed  by  him  produce,  endeavours  to  discover  the 
reasons  why  some  of  those  objects  give  pleasure, 
and  others  disgust ;  wiiy  one  composition  is  agree- 
able, and  another  the  reverse.  Hence  have  arisen 
the  various  systems  with  regard  to  the  principles  of 
beauty  ;  and  hence  the  rules,  which,  deduced  from 
those  principles,  have  been  established  by  the 
critic. 

In  the  course  of  these  investigations,  various  the- 
ories have  been  invented  to  explain  the  different 
qualities,  which,  when  assembled  together,  constitute 
beauty,  and  produce  that  feeling  which  arises  in  the 
mind  from  the  sight  of  a  beautiful  object.  Some 
philosophers  have  said,  that  this  feeling  arises  from 
the  sight  or  examination  of  an  object  in  which  there 
is  a  proper  mixture  of  uniformity  and  variety  ; 
others  have  thought  that,  besides  uniformity  and 
variety,  a  number  of  other  qualities  enter  into 
the  composition  of  an  object  that  is  termed  beau- 
tiful. 

To  engage  in  an  examination  of  those  different 
systems,  or  to  give  any  opinion  of  my  own  with  re- 
gard to  them,  would  involve  me  in  a  discussion  too 
abstruse  for  a  paper  of  this  kind.  I  shall,  however, 
beg  leave  to  present  my  readers  with  a  quotation 
from  a  treatise,  entitled.  An  Inquiiy  into  the  Origi- 
nal of  our  Ideas  of  Beauty  and  Virtue.*  Speaking 
of  the  effect  which  the  beauty  of  the  human  figure 
has  upon  our  minds,  the  author  expresses  himself  in 
the  following  words  :  — 

''  There  is  a  further  consideration,  which  must  not 
be  passed  over,  concerning  the  external  beauty  of 
persons,  which  all  allow  to  have  great  power  over 
I' 
*  Bv  Dr.  HutchesoD. 
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human  minds.  Now  it  is  some  apprehended  moral- 
ity, some  natural  or  imagined  indication  of  concom- 
itant virtue,  which  gives  it  this  powerful  charm 
above  all  other  kinds  of  beauty.  Let  us  consider 
the  characters  of  beauty  which  are  commonly  ad- 
mired in  countenances,  and  we  shall  find  them  to  be 
sweetness,  mildness,  majesty,  dignity,  vivacity,  hu- 
mility, tenderness,  good-nature  ;  that  is,  certain  airs, 
proportions,  je  ne  sgai  quoi's,  are  natural  indications 
of  such  virtues,  or  of  abilities  or  dispositions  towai'ds 
them.  As  we  observed,  above,  of  misery  or  distress 
appearing  in  countenances ;  so  it  is  certain,  almost 
all  habitual  dispositions  of  mind  form  the  coun- 
tenance, in  such  a  manner  as  to  give  some  indi- 
cations to  the  spectator.  Our  violent  passions  are 
obvious,  at  first  view,  in  the  countenance,  so  that 
sometimes  no  art  can  conceal  them  ;  and  smaller 
degrees  of  them  give  some  less  obvious  turns  to  the 
face  which  an  accurate  eye  will  observe." 

What  an  important  lesson  may  be  drawn  by  my 
fair  countrywomen  from  the  observations  contained 
in  this  passage  !  Nature  has  given  to  their  sex 
beauty  of  external  form  greatly  superior  to  that  of 
the  other ;  the  power  which  this  gives  them  over 
our  hearts  they  well  know,  and  they  need  no  in- 
structor how  to  exercise  it ;  but  whoever  can  give 
any  prescription  by  which  that  beauty  may  be  in- 
creased, or  its  decay  I'etarded,  is  a  useful  monitor, 
and  a  benevolent  friend. 

Now  I  am  inclined  to  think,  that  a  prescription 
may  be  extracted  from  the  unfashionable  philosopher 
above  quoted,  which  will  be  more  effectual  in  height- 
ening and  preserving  the  beauty  of  the  ladies,  than 
all  the  pearl  powder,  or  other  cosmetics  of  the  per- 
fumer's shop.  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  misunderstood, 
and  I  beg  my  fair  readers  may  not  think  me  so  ill- 
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bred,  or  so  ignorant  of  the  work],  as  to  reoommend 
the  qualities  mentioned  in  the  above  passage,  on  ac- 
count of"  their  liaving  any  intrinsic  value.  To  rec- 
ommend to  the  world  to  embrace  virtue  for  its  own 
sake,  should  be  left  to  such  antiquated  fidlovvs  as  the 
heathen  jjiiilosopher  from  whom  I  have  taken  the 
motto  of  this  number,  or  the  modern  philosopher  I 
have  quoted,  who  has  bori'owed  much  from  his  writ- 
ings ;  but  I  would  not  wish  to  sully  my  paper,  or  to 
prevent  its  currency  in  the  fashionable  circles,  by 
such  obsolete  doctrines. 

Far  be  it  from  me,  therefore,  so  much  as  to  hint 
to  a  fine  lady,  that  she  should  sometimes  stay  at 
home,  or  retire  to  the  country  with  that  dullest  of 
all  dull  companions,  a  husband,  because  it  is  the 
duty  of  a  wife  to  pay  attention  to  her  spouse  ;  that 
she  should  speak  civilly  to  her  servants,  because  it  is 
agreeable  to  the  fitness  of  things,  that  people  under 
us  should  be  well  treated ;  that  she  should  give  up 
play  or  late  hours  upon  Sunday,  because  the  parson 
says  Sunday  should  be  devoted  to  religion.  I 
know  well  that  nothing  is  so  unfashionable  as  for  a 
husband  and  wife  to  be  often  together;  that  it  is 
beneath  a  fine  lady  to  give  attention  to  domestic 
economy,  or  to  demean  herself  so  far  as  to  consider 
servants  to  be  of  the  same  species  with  their  mis- 
tresses; and  that  going  to  church  is  fit  only  for  fools 
and  old  women.  But  though  I  do  not  recommend 
the  above,  or  the  like  practices  on  their  own  ac- 
count, and  in  so  far  must  differ  from  the  philosophi- 
cal gentlemen  I  have  I'eferred  to ;  yet,  I  think,  what 
they  recommend  ought  to  be  attendi^d  to,  for  the 
good  effects  it  may  have  on  female  beauty.  Though 
I  am  aware  that  every  fine  lady  is  apt,  like  Lady 
Townly,  to  faint  at  the  very  description  of  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  country ;  yet  she  ought  to  be  induced  to 
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spend  some  ofher  time  tliere;  even  though  it  should 
be  her  husband's  ])rincipal  place  of  residence ;  be- 
cause the  tranquillity  and  fresh  air  of  the  country, 
may  repair  some  of  the  devastations  which  a  winter 
campaign  in  town  may  have  made  upon  her  cheeks. 
Though  I  know  also,  that  spending  Sunday  like  a 
good  Cliristian  is  the  most  tiresome  and  unfashion- 
able of  all  things,  yet,  perhaps,  some  observance  of 
the  Sabbath,  and  a  little  regularity  on  that  day,  by 
going  to  church,  and  getting  early  to  bed,  may  smooth 
those  wrinkles  which  tlie  late  hours  of  the  other  six 
are  apt  to  pi'oduc(; ;  and  though  economy,  or  atten- 
tion to  a  husband's  atfairs,  is,  I  allow,  a  mean  and 
vulgar  thing  in  itself  ;  yet,  possibly,  it  should  be  so 
far  attended  to  as  to  prev(mt  that  husband's  total 
ruin ;  because  duns,  and  the  other  impertinent  con- 
comitants of  bankruptcy,  are  apt,  from  the  trouble 
they  occasion,  to  spoil  a  fine  face  before  its  time.  In 
like  manner,  though  I  grant  it  is  below  a  fine  lady 
to  cultivate  the  qualities  of  sweetness,  mildness,  hu- 
mility, tenderness,  or  good-nature,  because  she  is 
taught  that  it  is  her  duty  to  do  so ;  I  would,  never- 
tludess,  humbly  propose  to  the  ladies,  to  be  good- 
humoured,  to  be  mild  to  their  domestics,  nay,  to  be 
complaisant  even  to  their  husbands ;  because  good- 
hiunour,  mildness,  and  complaisance  are  good  for 
their  faces.  Attention  to  these  qualities,  I  am  in- 
clined to  believe,  will  do  more  for  their  beauty,  than 
the  finest  paint  the  most  skilfully  laid  on ;  the  cul- 
ture of  them  will  give  a  higher  lustre  to  their  com- 
plexion, without  any  danger  of  this  colouring  being 
rubbed  off,  or  the  natural  fineness  of  the  skin  being 
hurt  by  its  use. 

Let  every  lady,  therefore,  consider,  that  when- 
ever she  says  or  does  a  good-humoured  thing,  she 
adds  a  new  beauty  to  her  countenance ;  that  by  giv- 
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ing  some  attention  to  the  affairs  of  her  family,  and 
now  and  then  living  regularly,  and  abstaining  from 
the  late  hours  of  dissipation,  she  will  keep  off,  some- 
what longer  than  otherwise,  the  wrinkles  of  age ; 
and  I  would  hope  the  prescription  I  have  given, 
may,  amidst  the  more  important  cares  of  pleasure, 
appear  deserving  of  her  attention. 

This  prescription  must,  from  its  nature,  be  con- 
fined to  the  ladies,  beauty  in  perfection  being  their 
prerogative.  To  recommend  virtue  to  our  fine  gen- 
tlemen, because  vice  may  hurt  their  shapes,  or 
spoil  their  faces,  might  appear  somewhat  like  irony, 
which,  on  so  serious  a  subject,  I  would  wish  to  avoid. 
Some  considerations  may,  however,  be  suggested, 
why  even  a  fine  gentleman  may  find  his  account  in 
an  occasional  practice  of  virtue,  without  derogating 
from  the  dignity  of  that  character  which  it  costs 
him  so  much  labour  to  attain  ;  and  these  may,  per- 
haps, be  the  subject  of  a  future  paper. 

S 
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Mdiora  pii  docuere  pci/renies. 

The  following  letter  I  received  from  an  unknown 
correspondent.  The  subject  of  it  is  so  important, 
that  I  shall  probably  take  some  future  opportunity 
of  giving  my  sentiments  on  it  to  the  public ;  in  the 
mean  time  I  am  persuaded  it  will  afford  matter  of 
much  serious  consideration  to  many  of  my  readers. 
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"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROU. 
"  SIK, 

"At  the  age  of  twenty-five  I  succeeded  to  an  es- 
tate of  1,500?.  a  year  by  the  death  of  a  father,  by 
whom  I  was  tenderly  beloved,  and  for  whose  mem- 
ory I  still  retain  the  most  sincere  regard.  Not  long 
after,  I  married  a  lady,  to  whom  I  had,  for  some 
time,  been  warmly  attached.  As  neither  of  us  were 
fond  of  the  bustle  of  the  world,  and  as  we  found  it 
every  day  become  more  irksome,  we  took  the  reso- 
lution of^ quitting  it  altogether;  and  soon  after  re- 
tired to  a  family-seat,  which  has  been  the  favourite 
residence  of  my  ancestors  for  many  successive  gen- 
erations. 

"  There  I  passed  my  days  in  as  perfect  happiness 
as  any  reasonable  man  can  expect  to  find  in  this 
world.  My  affection  and  esteem  for  my  wife  in- 
creased daily  ;  and  as  she  brought  me  three  fine 
children,  two  boys  and  a  girl,  their  prattle  afforded 
a  new  fund  of  amusement.  There  were,  likewise, 
in  our  neighbourhood,  several  families  that  might 
have  adorned  any  society,  with  whom  we  lived  on 
an  easy,  friendly  footing,  free  from  the  restraints  of 
ceremony,  which  in  the  great  world  may  perhaps 
be  necessary,  but  in  private  life  are  the  bane  of  all 
social  intercourse. 

"  There  is  no  state,  however,  entirely  free  from 
care  and  imeasiness.  My  solicitude  about  my  chil- 
dren increased  with  their  years.  My  boys,  in  par- 
ticular,' gave  me  a  thousand  anxious  thoughts.  Many 
plans  of  education  were  proposed  for  them,  of  which 
the  advantages  and  disadvantages  were  so  equally 
balanced,  as  to  render  the  choice  of  any  one  a 
matter  of  no  small  perplexity. 

"  Meantime   the  boys   grew  up  ;  and  the  eldest, 
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who  was  a  year  older  than  his  brother,  had  entered 
his  tenth  year,  when  an  uncle  of"  my  wife,  who,  by 
his  services  in  parliament,  and  an  assiduous  attend- 
ance at  court,  had  obtained  a  very  considerable 
office  under  government,  honoured  us  with  a  visit. 
He  seemed  much  pleased  with  the  looks,  the  spirit, 
and  promising  appearance  of  my  sons  ;  he  paid  me 
many  compliments  on  the  occasion,  and  I  listened 
to  him  with  all  the  pleasure  a  fond  parent  feels  in 
hearing  the  praises  of  his  children. 

"After  he  had  been  some  days  with  us,  he  asked 
me  in  what  manner  I  proposed  to  educate  the  boys, 
and  what  my  views  were  as  to  their  establishment 
in  the  Avorld  ?  I  told  him  all  my  doubts  and  per- 
plexities. He  enlarged  on  the  absurdity  of  the  old- 
fashioned  system  of  education,  as  he  termed  it,  and 
talked  much  of  the  folly  of  sending  a  boy  to  Eton 
or  "Westminster,  to  waste  the  most  precious  years  of 
his  life  in  acquiring  languages  of  little  or  no  real  use 
in  the  world ;  and  begged  leave  to  suggest  a  plan, 
which,  he  said,  had  been  attended  with  the  greatest 
success  in  a  variety  of  instances  that  had  fallen 
within  his  own  particular  knowledge. 

"  His  scheme  was  to  send  my  sons  for  two  or 
three  years  to  a  private  school  in  the  neighborhood 
of  London,  where  they  might  get  rid  of  their  pi-o- 
vincial  dialect,  which,  he  observed,  would  be  alone 
sufficient  to  disappoint  all  hopes  of  their  future  ad- 
vancement. He  proposed  to  send  them  afterwards 
to  an  academy  at  Paris  to  acquire  the  French  lan- 
guage, with  every  other  accomplishment  necessary 
to  fit  them  for  the  world.  '  When  your  eldest  son,' 
added  he,  '  is  thus  qualified,  it  will  be  easy  for  me 
to  get  him  appointed  secretary  to  an  embassy  ;  and 
if  he  shall  then  possess  those  abilities  of  which  he 
has  now  every  appearance,  I  make  no  doubt  I  shall 


NO.    4.  MIRROR.  35 

be  able  to  procure  him  a  seat  in  parliament;  and 
there  will  be  no  office  in  the  state  to  which  he  may 
not  aspire.  As  to  your  second  son,  give  him  the 
same  education  you  give  his  brother ;  and,  when 
he  is  of  a  proper  age,  get  him  a  commission  in  the 
army,  and  push  him  on  in  that  line  as  fast  as  pos- 
sible.' 

"  Though  I  saw  some  objections  to  this  scheme, 
yet,  I  must  confess,  the  flattering  prospect  of  ambi- 
tion it  opened,  had  a  considerable  effect  upon  my 
mind ;  and  as  my  wife,  who  had  been  taught  to  re- 
ceive the  opinions  of  her  kinsman  with  the  utmost 
deference,  warmly  seconded  his  proposal,  I  at  length, 
though  not  without  reluctance,  gave  my  assent  to  it. 
When  the  day  of  depai'ture  came,  I  accompanied 
my  boys  part  of  the  way  ;  and,  at  talking  leave  of 
them,  felt  a  pang  I  then  endeavoured  to  conceal,  and 
which  I  need  not  now  attempt  to  describe. 

"  I  had  the  satisfaction  to  receive,  from  time  to 
time,  the  most  pleasing  accounts  of  their  progress, 
and,  after  they  went  to  Paris,  I  was  still  more  and 
more  flattered  with  what  I  heard  of  their  improve- 
ment. 

"  At  length  the  wished  for  period  of  their  return 
approached  ;  I  heard  of  their  arrival  in  Britain, 
and  that,  by  a  certain  day,  we  might  expect  to  see 
them  at  home.  We  were  all  impatience  ;  my 
daughter,  in  particular,  did  nothing  but  count  the 
hours  and  minutes,  and  hardly  shut  her  eyes  the 
night  preceding  the  day  on  which  her  brothers  were 
expected  ;  her  mother  and  I,  though  we  showed  it 
less,  felt,  I  believe,  equal  anxiety. 

"  When  the  day  came,  my  girl,  who  had  been 
constantly  on  the  look-out,  ran  to  tell  me  she  saw  a 
postchaise  driving  to  the  gate.  We  hurried  down 
to  receive   the  boys.     But,  judge   of  my  astonish- 
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ment,  when  I  saw  two  pale,  emaciated  figures  get 
out  of  the  carriage,  in  their  dress  and  looks  resem- 
bling monkeys  rather  than  human  creatures.  What 
was  still  worse,  their  manners  were  more  displeasing 
than  their  appearance.  When  my  daughter  ran 
up,  with  tears  of  joy  in  her  ejes,  to  embrace  her 
brother,  he  held  her  from  him,  and  burst  into  an 
immoderate  fit  of  laughter  at  something  in  her 
dress  that  appeared  to  him  ridiculous.  He  was 
joined  in  the  laugh  by  his  younger  brother,  who  was 
pleased,  however,  to  say,  that  the  girl  was  not  ill- 
looking,  and,  when  taught  to  put  on  her  clothes,  and 
to  use  a  little  rouge,  would  be  tolerable. 

"  Mortified  as  I  was  at  this  impertinence,  the  par- 
tiality of  a  parent  led  me  to  impute  it,  in  a  great 
measure,  to  the  levity  of  youth  ;  and  I  still  flattered 
myself  that  matters  were  not  so  bad  as  they  ap- 
peared to  be.  In  these  hopes  I  sat  down  to  dinner. 
But  there  the  behaviour  of  the  young  gentlemen 
did  not,  by  any  means,  tend  to  lessen  my  chagrin  ; 
there  was  nothing  at  table  they  could  eat ;  they 
ran  out  in  pi-aise  of  French  cookery,  and  seem- 
ed even  to  be  adepts  in  the  science  ;  they  knew 
the  component  ingredients  of  the  most  fashionable 
ragouts  and  frica?ideaus,  and  were  acquainted  with 
the  names  and  characters  of  the  most  celebrated 
practitioners  of  the  art  in  Paris. 

"  To  stop  this  inundation  of  absurdity,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  to  try  the  boys  further,  I  introduced 
some  topics  of  conversation,  on  which  they  ought 
to  have  been  able  to  say  something.  But,  on  these 
subjects,  they  were  perfectly  mute  ;  and  I  could 
plainly  see  their  silence  did  not  proceed  from  the 
modesty  and  diffidence  natural  to  youth,  but  from 
the  most  perfect  and  profound  ignorance.  They 
soon,  however,  took  their  revenge  for  the  restraint 
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thus  imposed  on  them.  In  their  turn  they  began  to 
talk  of  things,  which,  to  the  rest  of  the  company, 
were  altogether  unintelligible.  After  some  conver- 
sation, the  drift  of  which  we  could  not  discover,  they 
got  into  a  keen  debate  on  the  comparative  merit  of 
the  Dos  de  puce,  and  the  Puce  en  Oouches  ;  and,  in 
the  course  of  their  argument,  used  words  and  phrases 
which,  to  us,  were  equally  incomprehensible  as 
the  subject  on  which  they  were  employed.  Not 
long  after,  my  poor  girl  was  covered  witli  confusion, 
on  her  brother's  asking  her,  if  she  did  not  think 
the  Guisse  de  la  Heine  the  prettiest  thing  in  the 
world. 

"  But,  Sir,  I  should  be  happy,  were  I  able  to  say, 
that  ignorance  and  folly,  bad  as  they  are,  were  all 
I  had  to  complain  of.  I  am  sorry  to  add,  that  my 
young  men  seem  to  have  made  an  equal  progress  in 
vice.  It  was  but  the  other  day  I  happened  to  ob- 
serve to  the  eldest,  that  it  made  me  uneasy  to  see 
his  brother  look  so  very  ill ;  to  which  he  replied, 
with  an  air  of  the  most  easy  indifference,  that  poor 
Charles  had  been  a  little  unfortunate  in  an  affair 
with  an  Opera-girl  at  Paris ;  but,  for  my  part, 
added  he,  I  never  ran  those  hazards,  as  I  always 
confined  my  amours  to  women  of  fashion. 

"  In  short,  Sir,  these  unfortunate  youths  have  re- 
turned ignorant  of  every  thing  they  ought  to  know  ; 
their  minds  corrupted,  and  their  bodies  debilitated, 
by  a  course  of  premature  debauchery.  I  can  easily 
see  that  I  do  not  possess  either  their  confidence  or 
affection  ;  and  they  even  seem  to  despise  me  for  the 
want  of  those  frivolous  accomplishments  on  which 
they  value  themselves  so  highly.  In  this  situation, 
what  is  to  be  done  ?  Their  vanity  and  conceit 
make  them  incapable  of  listening  to  reason  or  ad- 
vice ;  and,  to   use  the  authority  of  a  parent,  would 
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probably  be  as  ineffectual  for  their  improvement,  as 
to  me  it  would  be  unpleasant. 

"  I  have  thus,  Sir,  laid  ray  case  before  you,  in 
hopes  of  being  favoured  with  your  sentiments  upon 
it.  Possibly  it  may  be  of  some  benefit  to  the  pub- 
lic, by  serving  as  a  beacon  to  others  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances. As  to  myself,  I  hardly  expect  you 
will  be  able  to  point  out  a  remedy  for  that  affliction 
which  preys  upon  the  mind,  and,  in  all  likelihood, 
will  shorten  the  days,  of 

"  Your  unfortunate  humble  servant, 
R  "  L.  G." 


NOTES   TO    CORRESPONDENTS. 

ViTREUs's  favours  have  been  received,  and  shall  he 
duly  attended  to. 

A  Letter  signed  A.  Z.,  and  an  Essay  subscribed  D., 
are  under  consideration. 

On  Wednesday  next,  Tuesday  being  appointed  for 
the  day  of  the  National  Fast,  will  be  published 

No.  5. 
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Pedantry,  in  the  common  sense  of  the  word, 
means  an  absurd  ostentation  of  learnino;  and  stifi*- 


NO.    5.  MIRROR.  39 

ness  of  phraseology,  proceeding  from  a  misguided 
knowledge  of  books,  and  a  total  ignorance  of  men. 

But  I  have  often  thought  that  we  might  extend 
its  signification  a  good  deal  further;  and,  in  gen- 
eral, apply  it  to  that  failing  which  disposes  a  person 
to  obtrude  upon  others  subjects  of  conversation  re- 
lating to  his  own  business,  studies,  or  amusement. 

In  this  sense  of  the  phrase,  we  should  find  ped- 
ants in  every  character  and  condition  of  life.  In- 
stead of  a  black  coat  and  plain  shirt,  we  should 
often  see  pedantry  appear  in  an  embroidered  suit 
and  Brussels  lace ;  instead  of  being  bedaubed  with 
snufF,  we  should  find  it  breathing  perfumes ;  and,  in 
place  of  a  bookworm,  crawling  through  the  gloomy 
cloisters  of  a  university,  we  should  mark  it  in  the 
state  of  a  gilded  butterfly,  buzzing  through  the  gay 
region  of  the  drawing-room. 

Robert  Daisey,  Esq.,  is  a  pedant  of  this  last  kind. 
When  he  tells  you  that  his  ruffles  cost  twenty 
guineas  a  pair ;  that  his  buttons  were  the  first  of 
the  kind,  made  by  one  of  the  most  eminent  artists 
in  Birmingham  ;  that  his  buckles  were  procured  by 
means  of  a  friend  at  Paris,  and  are  the  exact  pat- 
tern" of  those  worn  by  the  Comte  d'Artois;  that 
the  loop  of  his  hat  was  of  his  own  contrivance,  and 
has  set  the  fashion  to  half  a  dozen  of  the  finest  fel- 
lows in  town ;  when  he  descants  on  all  these  par- 
ticulars, with  that  smile  of  self-complacency  which 
sits  forever  on  his  cheek,  he  is  as  much  a  pedant 
as  his  quondam  tutor,  who  recites  verses  from 
Pindar,  tells  stories  out  of  Herodotus,  and  talks  for 
an  hour  on  the  energy  of  the  Greek  particles. 

But  Mr.  Daisey  is  struck  dumb  by  the  approach 
of  his  brother  Sir  Thomas,  whose  pedantry  goes  a 
pitch  higher,  and  pours  out  all  the  inteUigence  of 
France   and  Italy,  whence  the  young   Baronet  is 
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just  returned,  after  a  tour  of  fifteen  months  over  all 
the  kingdoms  of  the  continent.  Talk  of  music,  he 
cuts  you  short  with  a  history  of  the  first  singer  at 
Naples ;  of  painting,  he  runs  you  down  with  a  de- 
scription of  the  gallery  at  Florence  ;  of  architecture, 
he  overwhelms  you  with  the  dimensions  of  St. 
Peter's,  or  the  great  church  at  Antwerp  ;  or,  if  you 
leave  the  province  of  art  altogether,  and  introduce 
the  name  of  a  river  or  hill,  he  instantly  deluges  you 
with  the  Rhine,  or  makes  you  dizzy  with  the  height 
of  Etna  or  Mont  Blanc. 

Miss  will  have  no  difficulty  of  owning  her  great 
aunt  to  be  a  pedant,  when  she  talks  all  the  time  of 
dinner,  on  the  composition  of  the  pudding,  or  the 
seasoning  of  the  mince-pies ;  or  enters  into  a  disquisi- 
tion on  the  figure  of  the  damask  tablecloth,  with  a 
word  or  two  on  the  thrift  of  making  one's  own 
linen  ;  but  the  young  lady  will  be  surprised  when  I 
inform  her  that  her  own  history  of  last  Thursday's 
assembly,  with  the  episode  of  Lady  Di's  feather, 
and  the  digression  to  the  qualities  of  Mr.  Frizzle 
the  hairdresser,  was  also  a  piece  of  downright  j^ed- 
antry. 

Mrs.  Caudle  is  guilty  of  the  same  weakness, 
when  she  recounts  the  numberless  witticisms  of  her 
daughter  Emmy,  describes  the  droll  figure  her  lit- 
tle Bill  made  yesterday  at  trying  on  his  first  pair 
of  breeches,  and  informs  us  that  Bobby  has  got 
seven  teeth,  and  is  just  cutting  an  eighth,  though  he 
will  be  but  nine  months  old  next  Wednesday  at  six 
o'clock  in  the  evening.  Nor  is  her  pedantry  less 
disgusting,  when  she  proceeds  to  enumerate  the 
virtues  and  good  qualities  of  her  husband ;  though 
this  last  species  is  so  uncommon,  that  it  may,  per- 
haps, be  admitted  into  conversation  for  the  sake  of 
variety. 
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Muckworm  is  tlie  meanest  of  pedants,  when  he 
tells  you  of  the  scarcity  of  money  at  present,  and 
that  he  is  amazed  how  people  can  afford  to  live  as 
they  do ;  that,  for  his  part,  though  he  has  a  tolera- 
ble fortune,  he  finds  it  exceedingly  diificult  to  com- 
mand cash  for  his  occasions ;  that  trade  is  so  dead, 
and  debts  so  ill  paid  at  present,  that  he  was  obliged 
to  sell  some  shares  of  bank  stock  to  make  up  the 
price  of  his  last  purchase  ;  and  had  actually  counter- 
manded a  service  of  plate,  else  he  should  have  been 
obliged  to  strike  several  names  out  of  the  list  of  his 
weekly  pensioners ;  and  that  this  apology  was  sus- 
tained t'  other  day  by  the  noble  company  —  giving 
you  a  list  of  three  or  four  peers,  and  their  families 
—  who  did  him  the  honour  to  eat  a  bit  of  mutton 
with  him.  All  this,  however,  is  true.  As  is  also 
another  anecdote,  which  IMuckworm  forgot  to  men- 
tion ;  his  first  cousin  dined  that  day  with  the  ser- 
vants, who  took  compassion  on  the  lad,  after  he  had 
been  turned  down  stairs,  with  a  refusal  of  twenty 
pounds  to  set  him  up  in  the  trade  of  a  shoemaker. 

There  is  pedantry  in  every  disquisition,  however 
masterly  it  may  be,  that  stops  the  general  conver- 
sation of  the  company.  When  Silius  delivers  that 
sort  of  lecture  he  is  apt  to  get  into,  though  it  is  sup- 
ported by  the  most  extensive  information  and  the 
clearest  discernment,  it  is  still  pedantry  ;  and,  while 
I  admire  the  talents  of  Silius,  I  cannot  help  being 
uneasy  at  his  exhibition  of  them.  In  the  course  of 
this  dissertation,  the  further  a  man  proceeds,  the 
more  he  seems  to  require  strength  and  inclination 
for  the  progress.  Last  night,  after  supper,  Sihus 
began  upon  Protestantism,  proceeded  to  the  Irish 
massacre,  went  through  the  Revolution,  drew  the 
character  of  King  William,  repeated  anecdotes  of 
Schomberg,  and  ended  at  a  quarter  past  twelve,  by 


42  MIRROR.  NO.    5. 

delineating  the  course  of  the  Boyne,  in  half  a 
bumper  of  port,  upon  my  best  table ;  which  river, 
happening  to  overflow  its  banks,  did  infinite  dam- 
age to  my  cousin  Sophy's  white  satin  petticoat. 

In  short,  every  thing,  in  this  sense  of  the  word, 
is  pedantry,  which  tends  to  destroy  that  equality  of 
conversation  which  is  necessary  to  the  perfect  ease 
and  good-humour  of  the  company.  Every  one 
would  be  struck  with  the  impoliteness  of  that  per- 
son's behaviour,  who  should  help  himself  to  a  whole 
plate  of  peas  or  strawberries,  which  some  friend  had 
sent  him  for  a  rarity  in  the  beginning  of  the  season. 
Now,  conversation  is  one  of  those  good  things  of 
which  our  guests  or  companions  are  equally  entitled 
to  a  share,  as  of  any  other  constituent  part  of  the 
entertainment ;  and  it  is  as  essential  a  want  of 
politeness  to  engross  the  one,  as  to  monopolize  the 
other. 

Besides,  it  unfortunately  happens,  that  we  are 
very  inadequate  judges  of  the  value  of  our  own 
discourse,  or  the  rate  at  which  the  dispositions  of 
our  company  will  incline  them  to  hold  it.  The  re- 
flections we  make,  and  the  stories  we  tell,  are  to  be 
judged  of  by  others,  who  may  hold  a  very  diflferent 
opinion  of  their  acuteness  or  their  humour.  It  will 
be  prudent,  therefore,  to  consider,  that  the  dish  we 
bring  to  this  entertainment,  however  pleasing  to 
our  own  taste,  may  prove  but  moderately  palatable 
to  those  we  mean  to  treat  with  it ;  and  that,  to 
every  man,  as  well  as  ourselves,  except  a  few 
very  humble  ones,  his  own  conversation  is  the  plate 
of  peas  or  strawberries. 
V 
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Nee  excitaiur  classico  miles  truci, 

Nee  Imrret  iratum  mare  ; 
Forumqiie  vital,  et  superba  civimn 

Poientiorum  limina.  hor.  epod.  2.  5. 

Great  talents  are  usually  attended  with  a  pro- 
poi^tional  desire  of  exerting  them  ;  and  indeed,  were 
it  otherwise,  they  would  be,  in  a  great  measure, 
useless  to  those  who  possess  them,  as  well  as  to 
society. 

But  while  this  disposition  generally  leads  men  of 
high  parts  and  high  spirits  to  take  a  share  in  active 
life,  by  engaging  in  the  pursuits  of  business  or  am- 
bition, there  are,  amidst  the  variety  of  human  char- 
acter, some  instances,  in  which  persons  eminently 
possessed  of  those  qualities,  give  way  to  a  contrary 
disposition. 

A  man  of  an  aspiring  mind  and  nice  sensibility 
may,  from  a  wrong  direction,  or  a  romantic  excess 
of  spirit,  find  it  difficult  to  submit  to  the  ordinary 
pursuits  of  life.  Filled  with  enthusiastic  ideas  of 
the  glory  of  a  general,  a  senator,  or  a  statesman,  he 
may  look  with  indifference,  or  even  with  disgust, 
on  the  less  brilliant,  though,  perhaps,  not  less  use- 
ful occupations  of  the  physician,  the  lawyer,  or  the 
trader. 

My  friend  Mr.  Umphraville  is  a  remarkable  in- 
stance of  great  talents  thus  lost  to  himself  and  to 
society.     The  singular  opinions  which  have  inflii- 
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enced  liis  conduct,  I  have  often  heard  him  attempt, 
with  great  warmth,  to  defend. 

"  In  the  pursuit  of  an  ordinary  profession,"  would 
he  say,  "  a  man  of  spirit  and  sensibility,  while  he  is 
subjected  to  disgusting  occupations,  finds  it  necessary 
to  submit  with  patience,  nay  often  with  the  appear- 
ance of  satisfaction,  to  what  he  will  be  apt  to  esteem 
dulness,  folly,  or  impertinence,  in  those  from  whose 
countenance,  or  opinion,  he  hopes  to  derive  success  ; 
and,  while  he  pines  in  secret  at  so  irksome  a  situ- 
ation, perhaps,  amidst  the  crowds  with  whom  he 
converses,  he  may  not  find  a  friend  to  whom  he  can 
communicate  his  sorrows. 

"  If,  on  the  other  hand,"  he  would  add,  "  honbe- 
takes  himself  to  retirement,  it  is  true,  he  cannot  hope 
for  an  opportunity  of  performing  splendid  actions,  or 
of  gratifying  a  passion  for  glory  ;  but  if  he  attain  not 
all  that  he  wishes,  he  avoids  much  of  what  he  hates. 
Within  a  certain  range  he  will  be  master  of  his 
occupations  and  his  company  ;  his  books  will,  in  part, 
supply  the  want  of  society  ;  and,  in  contemplation,  at 
least,  he  may  often  enjoy  those  pleasures  from 
which  fortune  has  precluded  him. 

"  If  the  country,  as  will  generally  happen,  be  the 
place  of  his  retirement,  it  will  afford  a  variety  of 
objects  agreeable  to  his  temper.  In  the  pi'ospect 
of  a  lofty  mountain,  an  extensive  plain,  or  the  un- 
bounded ocean,  he  may  gratify  his  taste  for  the  sub- 
lime ;  while  the  lonely  vale,  the'hollow  bank,  or  the 
shady  wood,  will  present  him  a  retreat  suited  to  the 
thoughtfulness  of  his  disposition," 

Such  are  the  sentiments  which  have  formed  the 
character  of  Mr.  Umphraville,  which  have  regulated 
the  choice  and  tenor  of  his  life. 

His  fathei',  a  man  of  generosity  and  expense  be- 
yond his  fortune,  though  that  had  once  been  consid- 
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erable,  left  liim  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  full  of  the 
high  sentiments  natural  at  these  years,  to  a  young 
gentleman  brought  up  as  the  heir  of  an  ancient 
family,  and  a  large  estate,  with  a  very  considera- 
ble income  to  support  them  ;  for  though  the  remain- 
ing part  of  the  family  fortune  still  afforded  him  a 
rent-roll  of  1,000/.  a  year,  his  clear  revenue  could 
scarcely  be  estimated  at  300/. 

Mr.  Umphraville,  though  he  wanted  not  a  relish 
for  polite  company  and  elegant  amusements,  was 
more  distinguished  for  an  ardent  desii-e  of  knowledge  ; 
in  consequence  of  which  he  had  made  an  uncommon 
progress  in  several  branches  of  science.  The  classi- 
cal writers  of  ancient  and  modern  times,  but  espec- 
ially the  former,  were  those  from  whose  works  he 
felt  the  highest  pleasure  ;  yet  he  had,  among  other 
branches  of  learning,  obtained  a  considerable  knowl- 
edge of  jurisprudence,  and  was  a  tolerable  proficient 
in  mathematics. 

On  these  last  circumstances  his  friends  founded 
their  hopes  of  his  rising  in  the  world.  One  part  of 
them  argued,  from  the  progress  he  had  made  in 
jurisprudence,  that  he  would  prove  an  excellent 
lawyer  ;  the  other,  that  his  turn  for  mathematics 
would  be  a  useful  qualification  in  a  military  life ; 
and  all  agreed  in  the  necessity  of  his  following  some 
profession  in  which  he  might  have  an  opportunity 
of  repairing  his  fortune. 

Mr.  Umphraville,  however,  had  very  different 
sentiments.  Though  he  had  studied  the  science  of 
jurisprudence  with  pleasure,  and  would  not  have 
declined  the  application  of  its  principles,  as  a  mem- 
ber of  the  legislature,  he  felt  no  gi-eat  inclination  to 
load  his  memory  with  the  rules  of  our  municipal 
law,  or  to  occupy  himself  in  applying  them  to  the 
uninteresting  disputes  of  individuals;   and,  though 
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he  neither  wanted  a  taste  for  the  art,  nor  a  passion 
for  the  glory  of  a  soldier,  he  was  full  as  little  dis- 
posed to  carry  a  pair  of  colours  at  a  review,  or  to 
line  the  streets  in  a  procession.  Nor  were  his  ob- 
jections to  other  plans  of  bettering  his  fortune,  either 
at  home  or  abroad,  less  unsurmountable. 

In  short,  after  deliberating  on  the  propositions  of 
his  friends,  and  comparing  them  with  his  own  feel- 
ings, Mr.  Umphraville  concluded,  that,  as  he  could 
not  enter  into  the  world  in  a  way  suited  to  his  in- 
clination and  temper,  the  quiet  and  retirement  of  a 
country  life,  though  with  a  narrow  fortune,  would 
be  more  conducive  to  his  happiness,  than  the  pur- 
suit of  occupations  to  which  he  felt  an  aversion,  even 
should  they  be  attended  with  a  greater  degree  of 
success  than,  from  that  circumstance,  he  judged  to 
be  probable. 

Agreeably  to  this  opinion  he  took  his  resolution  ; 
and,  notwithstanding  the  opposition  of  his  friends, 
retired,  a  few  months  after  his  father's  death,  to  his 
estate  in  the  country,  where  he  has  lived  upwards 
of  forty  years ;  his  family,  since  the  death  of  his 
mother,  a  lady  of  uncommon  sense  and  virtue,  who 
survived  her  husband  sometime,  having  consisted 
only  of  himself,  and  an  unmarried  sister,  of  a  dispo- 
sition similar  to  his  own. 

Neither  his  circumstances  nor  inclination  led  Mr. 
Umphraville  to  partake  much  of  the  jollity  of  his 
neighbours.  His  farm  has  never  exceeded  what  he 
found  absolutely  necessary  for  the  convenience  of 
his  little  family ;  and  though  he  employed  himself 
for  a  few  years  in  extending  his  plantations  over 
the  neighbouring  grounds,  even  that  branch  of  in- 
dustry he  soon  laid  aside,  from  a  habit  of  indolence, 
which  has  daily  grown  upon  him ;  and  since  it  has 
been   dropped,  his  books,  and  sometimes  his  gun, 
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with  the  conversation  of  his  sister,  and  a  few 
friends  who  now  and  then  visit  him,  entirely  occupy 
his  time. 

In  this  situation,  Mr.  Umphraville  has  naturally 
contracted  several  peculiarities,  both  of  manner  and 
opinion.  They  are,  however,  of  a  kind  which  nei- 
ther lessen  the  original  politeness  of  the  one,  nor 
weaken  the  natural  force  and  spirit  of  the  other.  In 
a  word,  though  he  has  contracted  rust,  it  is  the  rust 
of  a  great  mind,  Avhich,  while  it  throws  a  certain 
melancholy  i^everence  around  its  possessor,  rather 
enhances  than  detracts  from  the  native  beauty  and 
dignity  of  his  character. 

These  particulars  will  stiffice  for  introducing  this 
gentleman  to  my  readers  ;  and  I  may  afterwards 
take  occasion  to  gratify  such  of  them  as  wish  to  know 
somewhat  more  of  a  life  and  opinions  with  which  I 
have  long  been  intimately  acquainted. 
L 
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Indociiis  privata  loqui. 

"  TO    THE   AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIK, 

"  I  AM  a  sort  of  retainer  to  the  Muses  ;  and  though 
I  cannot  boast  of  much  familiarity  with  themselves, 
hold  a  subordinate  intimacy  with  several  branches 
of  their  family.  I  never  made  verses,  but  I  can 
repeat   several   thousands.     Though   I   am   not   a 
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writer,  I  am  reckoned  a  very  ready  expounder  of 
enigmas  ;  and  I  have  given  many  good  hints  towards 
the  composition  of  some  favourite  rebuses  and  cha- 
rades. I  have  also  a  very  competent  share  of  clas- 
sical learning  ;  I  can  construe  Latin  when  there  is 
an  English  version  on  the  opposite  column,  and  read 
the  Greek  character  with  tolerable  facility  ;  I  speak 
a  little  French,  and  can  make  shift  to  understand  the 
subject  of  an  Italian  opera. 

"  With  these  qualifications,  Sir,  I  am  held  in  con- 
siderable estimation  by  the  wits  of  both  sexes.  I 
am  sometimes  allowed  to  clap  first  at  a  play,  and 
pronounce  a  firm  encore  after  a  fashionable  song.  I 
am  consulted  by  several  ladies  before  they  stick 
their  pin  into  the  catalogue  of  the  circulating  libraiy  ; 
and  have  translated  to  some  polite  companies  all  the 
mottoes  of  your  paper,  except  the  last,  which,  being 
somewhat  crabbed,  I  did  not  choose  to  risk  my  credit 
by  attempting.  I  have  at  last  ventured  to  put  my- 
self into  print  in  The  Mirror ;  and  send  you  infor- 
mation of  a  scheme  I  have  formed  for  making  my 
talents  serviceable  to  the  republic  of  letters. 

"  Every  one  must  have  observed  the  utility  of  a 
proper  selection  of  names  to  a  play  or  a  novel.  The 
bare  sounds  of  Monimia  or  Imoinda  set  a  tender- 
hearted young  lady  a  crying  ;  and  a  letter  from 
Edward  to  Maria  contains  a  sentiment  in  the  very 
title. 

"  Were  I  to  illustrate  this  by  an  opposite  example, 
as  schoolmasters  give  exercises  of  bad  Latin,  the 
truth  of  my  assertion  would  appear  in  a  still  stronger 
light. 

"  Suppose,  Sir,  one  had  a  mind  to  write  a  very 
pathetic  story  of  the  disastrous  loves  of  a  young 
lady  and  a  young  gentleman,  the  first  of  whom  was 
called   Gubbins,  and  the   latter   Gubblestones,  two 
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very  respectable  names  in  some  parts  of  our  neigh- 
bour countr}'.  The  Gubbinses,  from  an  ancient 
family  feud,  had  a  mortal  antipathy  at  the  Gubble- 
stones ;  this,  however,  did  not  prevent  the  attach- 
ment of  the  heir  of  the  last  to  the  heiress  of  the 
former  ;  an  attachment  begun  by  accident,  increased 
by  acquaintance,  and  nourished  by  mutual  excel- 
lence. But  the  hatred  of  the  fathers  was  uncon- 
querable ;  and  old  Gubbins,  having  intercepted  a 
letter  from  young  Gubblestones,  breathed  the  most 
horrid  denunciations  of  vengeance  against  his 
daughter,  if  ever  he  should  discover  the  smallest 
intercourse  between  her  and  the  son  of  his  enemy; 
and  further,  effectually  to  preclude  any  chance  of  a 
union  with  so  hated  a  name,  he  instantly  proposed 
a  marriage  between  her  and  a  young  gentleman 
lately  returned  from  his  travels,  a  Mr.  Ciutterbuck, 
who  had  seen  her  at  a  ball,  and  was  deeply  smitten 
with  her  beauty.  On  being  made  acquainted  with 
this  intended  match,  Gubblestones  grew  almost 
frantic  with  grief  and  despair.  Wandering  I'ound 
the  house  where  his  loved  Gubbins  was  confined,  he 
chanced  to  meet  Mr.  Ciutterbuck  hastening  to  an 
interview  with  his  destined  bride.  8tung  with  jeal- 
ousy and  rage,  reckless  of  life,  and  legardless  of  the 
remonstrances  of  his  rival,  he  drew,  and  attacked 
him  with  desperate  fury.  Botli  swords  were  sheathed 
at  once  in  the  breasts  of  the  combatants.  Clutter- 
buck  died  on  the  spot ;  his  antagonist  lived  but  to 
be  carried  to  the  house  of  his  implacable  enemy, 
and  breathed  his  last  at  the  feet  of  his  mistress. 
The  dying  words  of  Gubblestones,  the  succeeding 
frenzy  and  death  of  Gubbins,  the  relenting  sorrow 
of  their  parents,  with  a  description  of  the  tomb  in 
which  Gubbins,  Gubblestones,  and  Ciutterbuck  were 
laid,  finish  the  piece,  and  would  leave  on   the  mind 
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of  the  reader  the  highest  degree  of  melancholy  and 
distress,  were  it  not  for  the  unfortunate  sounds  which 
compose  the  names  of  the  actors  in  this  eventful 
stoi-y ;  yet  these  names,  Mr.  Mirror,  are  really  and 
truly  right  English  surnames,  and  have  as  good  a 
title  to  be  unfortunate  as  those  of  Mordaunt,  Mon- 
tague, or  Howard. 

"  Nor  is  it  only  in  the  sublime  or  the  pathetic  that 
a  happy  choice  of  names  is  essential  to  good  writing. 
Comedy  is  so  much  beholden  to  this  article,  that  I 
have  known  some  with  scarcely  any  wit  or  character 
but  what  was  contained  in  the  Dramatis  Personce. 
Every  other  species  of  writing,  in  which  humour  or 
character  is  to  be  personified,  is  in  the  same  predica- 
ment, and  depends  for  great  part  of  its  applause  on 
the  knack  of  hitting  off  a  lucky  allusion  from  the 
name  to  the  person.  Your  brother  essayists  have 
been  particularly  indebted  to  this  invention,  for  sup- 
plying them  with  a  xevy  necessary  material  in  the 
construction  of  their  papers.  In  The  Spectator,  I 
find,  from  an  examination  of  my  notes  on  this  sub- 
ject, there  are  532  names  of  characters  and  corre- 
spondents, 394  of  which  are  descriptive  and  charac- 
teristic. 

"  Having  thus  shown  the  importance  of  the  art  of 
name  making,  I  pi'oceed  to  inform  you  of  my  plan 
for  assisting  autliors  in  this  particular,  and  saving 
them  that  expense  of  time  and  study  wliicli  the  in- 
vention of  names  proper  for  different  purposes  must 
occasion. 

"  I  have,  from  a  long  course  of  useful  and  exten- 
sive reading,  joined  to  an  uncommon  strength  of 
memory,  been  enabled  to  form  a  kind  of  dictionary 
of  names  for  all  sorts  of  subjects,  pathetic,  senti- 
mental, serious,  satirical,  or  merry.  For  novelists, 
I  have  made  a  collection  of  the  best  sounding  Eng- 
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Hsh,  or  English-like,  French,  or  French-like  names ; 
I  say,  the  best  sounding,  sound  being  the  only  thing 
necessary  in  that  department.  For  comic  writers, 
and  essayists  of  your  tribe,  Sir,  I  have  made  up 
from  the  works  of  former  authors,  as  well  as  from 
my  own  invention,  a  list  of  names,  with  the  charac- 
ters or  subjects  to  which  they  allude  prefixed.  A 
learned  friend  has  furnished  me  with  a  parcel  of 
signatures  for  political,  philosophical,  and  religious 
essayists  in  the  newspapers,  among  which  are  no 
fewer  than  eighty-six  compounds  beginning  with 
philo,  which  are  all  from  four  to  seven  syllables 
long,  and  cannot  fail  to  have  a  powerful  tendency 
towards  the  edification  and  conviction  of  country 
readers. 

"  For  the  use  of  serious  poetry,  I  have  a  set  of 
names,  tragic,  elegiac,  pastoral,  and  legendary ;  for 
songs,  satires,  and  epigrams,  I  have  a  parcel  prop- 
erly corresponding  to  those  departments.  A  col- 
umn is  subjoined,  showing  the  number  of  feet 
whereof  they  consist,  that  being  a  requisite  chiefly 
to  be  attended  to,  in  names  destined  for  the  purposes 
of  poetry.  Some  of  them,  indeed,  are  so  happily 
contrived,  that,  by  means  of  an  easy  and  natural  con- 
traction, they  can  be  shortened  or  lengthened,  like  a 
pocket  telescope,  according  to  the  structure  of  the 
line  in  which  they  are  to  be  introduced ;  others,  by 
the  assistance  of  proper  interjections,  are  ready  made 
into  smooth  flowing  hexameters,  and  will  be  found 
extremely  useful,  particularly  to  our  writers  of 
tragedy. 

"  All  these.  Sir,  the  fruits  of  several  years'  labour 
and  industry,  I  am  ready  to  communicate  for  an 
adequate  consideration,  to  authors,  or  other  persons 
whom  they  may  suit.  Be  pleased,  therefore,  to  in- 
form your  correspondents,  tiiat,  by  applying  to  your 
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publisher,  they  may  be  informed,  in  the  language  of 
Falstaff,  '  where  a  commodity  of  good  names  is  to 
be  bought.'  As  for  your  own  particular,  Sir,  I  am 
ready  to  attend  you  gratis,  at  any  time  you  may 
stand  in  need  of  my  assistance  ;  or  you  may  write 
out  your  papers  blank,  and  send  them  to  me  to  fill 
up  the  names  of  the  parties. 

''  I  am  yours,  &c., 

V  "  NOMENCLATOR.  " 


TO    CORRESPONDENTS. 

The  Editor  lias  to  return  thanhs  to  numberless 
corresjiondents  for  their  favours  lately  received;  he 
begs  leave,  at  the  same  time,  to  acquaint  them,  that, 
as  many  inconveniences  woidd  arise  from  a  par- 
ticular acknowledgment  of  every  letter,  he  must 
henceforward  be  excused  from  making  it ;  they  may, 
however,  rest  assured  of  the  strictest  attention  and 
impartiality  in  regard  to  their  communications.  As 
to  the  insertion  of  papers  sent  him,  he  will  be  allowed 
to  suggest,  that  from  the  nature  of  his  publication, 
the  acceptance  or  refusal  of  an  essay  is  no  criterion 
of  its  merit,  nor  of  the  opinion  in  lohich  it  is  held 
by  the  Editor.  A  performance  may  be  improper  for 
The  Mirror,  as  often  on  account  of  its  rising  above, 
as  of  its  falling  below,  the  level  of  such  a  work, 
which  is  peculiarly  circumscribed,  not  only  in  its 
subjects,  but  in  the  manner  of  treating  them.  The 
same  circumstance  will  often  render  it  necessary 
to  alter  or  abridge  the  productions  of  correspond- 
ents ;  a  liberty  for  which  the  Editor  hopes  their 
indulgence,  and  which  he  will  use  with  the  utmost 
caution. 


NO.  8.  MIllROK.  53 


No.  8.  SATURDAY,  FEBRUARY  20,  1779. 


Inspicere  tanquam  in  speculum  in  vitas  omnium 

JubeO.  TER.   AUELPH.   3.   3.   62. 

It  was  with  regret  that  the  Editor  found  himself 
under  the  necessity  of  abridging  the  following  letter, 
communicated  by  an  unknown  correspondent. 

"  TO    THE    EDITOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 


"As  I  was  walking  one  afternoon,  al)Out  thirty 
years  ago,  by  the  Egyptian  side  of  the  Red  Sea,  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Babelmandel,  I  accidentally 
met  with  a  dervis.  How  we  forthwith  commenced 
acquaintance ;  how  I  went  with  him  to  his  her- 
mitage; how  our  acquaintance  improved  into  inti- 
macy, and  our  intimacy  into  friendship  ;  how  we 
conversed  about  every  thing,  both  in  heaven  above 
and  in  the  earth  beneath  ;  how  the  dervis  fell  sick, 
and  how  I,  having  some  skill  in  medicine,  adminis- 
tered to  his  recovery ;  how  this  strengthened  his 
former  regard  by  the  additional  tie  of  gratitude  ; 
how,  after  a  space,  I  tired  of  walking  by  the  Red 
Sea,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Babelmandel,  and 
fancied  I  should  walk  with  more  security  and  satis- 
faction by  the  side  of  Forth  ;  are  circumstances, 
that  after  you  shall  be  more  interested  in  my  life 
and  conversation,  I  may  venture  to  lay  before  you. 

"  In  the  mean  while,  suffice  it  to  say,  that  my  part- 
ing with  the  dervis  was  very  tender ;  and  that,  as 
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a  raemoiiul  of  his  frieiKlsliip,  lie  pre-ented  me  with 
a  MiiTor.  I  confess  frankly,  that,  considering  the 
poveity  of  my  friend,  and  his  unaiFected  manner  of 
oiFering  it,  I  supposed  his  present  of  little  intrinsic 
value.  Yet,  looking  at  it,  and  wishing  to  seem  as 
sensible  of  its  worth  as  possible :  '  This,'  said  I, 
'  may  be  a  very  useful  Mirror.  As  it  is  of  a  con- 
venient size,  I  may  carry  it  in  my  pocket,  and,  if  I 
should  happen  to  be  in  a  public  company,  it  may 
enable  me  to  wipe  from  my  face  any  accidental  dust, 
or  to  adjust  the  posture  of  my  periwig.'  For,  Sir, 
at  that  time,  in  order  to  command  some  respect 
among  the  Mussulmen,!  wore  a  periwig  of  three  tails. 

"  '  That  Mirror,'  said  the  dervis,  looking  at  me 
with  great  earnestness,  '  is  of  higher  value  than  you 
suppose;  and  of  this,  by  the  following  account  of 
its  nature  and  uses,  I  am  sure  you  will  be  fully  sat- 
isfied. Of  Mirrors,  some  are  convex,  and  represent 
their  object  of  a  size  considei'ably  diminished ;  ac- 
cordingly, the  images  they  display  are  extremely 
beautiful.  A  company  of  people  represented  by 
this  Mirror,  shall  appear  without  spot  or  blemish, 
like  a  company  of  lovely  sylphs.  Now,  my  good 
Christian  friend,  mine  is  not  a  convex  Mirror.  Nei- 
ther is  it  concave  ;  for  concave  Mirrors  have  just 
an  opposite  effect ;  and,  by  enlarging  the  object 
they  represent,  would  render  even  the  Houri  in 
Paradise  as  hideous  as  the  Witch  of  Endor,  or  a 
Pagan  Fury,  In  short,  it  is  a  good  plain  Mirror, 
intended  to  represent  things  just  as  they  are,  but 
with  properties  and  varieties  not  to  be  met  with  in 
common  glass,' 

"  '  Whenever,'  continued  he,  '  you  entertain  any 
doubt  concerning  the  propriety  of  your  conduct,  or 
have  apprehensions  that  your  motives  are  not  ex- 
actly what  you   conceive  or   wish    them  to    be,  I 
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adv'ise  you  forthwith  to  consult  the  Mirror.  You 
will  there  see  yourself  without  disguise ;  and  be 
enabled,  not  merely  to  wipe  from  your  face  any  acci- 
dental dust,  or  to  adjust  your  pei'iwig  of  three  tails, 
but  to  rectify  your  conduct,  and  adjust  your  deport- 
ment.' In  truth.  Sir,  I  have  made  this  experiment, 
according  to  the  direction  of  the  dervis,  so  often, 
and  with  such  small  satisfaction  to  myself,  that  I  am 
heartily  sick  of  it.  I  have  consulted  my  Mirror,  in 
the  act  of  giving  alms,  expecting,  no  doubt,  to  see 
myself  charactered  with  the  softest  compassion,  and, 
behold  !  I  was  swollen  and  bloated  with  ostentation. 
Glowing  with  indignation,  as  I  conceived,  against 
the  vices  of  mankind,  and  their  blindness  to  real 
merit,  I  have  looked  in  the  Mirror,  and  seen  the 
redness  of  Anger,  the  flushings  of  disappointed 
Ambition.  Very  lately,  a  friend  of  mine  read  me 
an  essay  he  had  written ;  he  seemed  to  me  some- 
what conscious  of  its  merit ;  he  expected,  and  was 
entitled  to  some  applause  ;  '  but,'  said  I  to  myself, 
'  I  will  administer  to  no  man's  vanity,  nor  expose 
my  friend  by  encouraging  his  self-conceit ; '  and  so 
observed  an  obstinate  unyielding  silence.  1  looked 
in  the  Mirror,  and  am  ashamed  to  tell  you  my  mo- 
tive was  not  so  pure. 

"But,  instead  of  exposing  my  own  infirmities,  I 
will,  in  perfect  consistency  with  some  of  the  most 
powerful  principles  in  our  nature,  and  in  a  manner 
much  less  exceptionable  to  myself,  explain  the  prop- 
erties of  my  Mirror,  by  the  views  it  gives  me  of 
other  men. 

"' Whenever, '  continued  the  dervis,  'you  have 
any  doubt  concerning  the  conduct  of  another  person, 
take  an  opportunity,  and,  when  he  is  least  aware, 
catch  a  copy  of  his  face  in  your  Mirror.'  It 
would  do   your   heart  good,  Sir,  if  you  delight  in 
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that  species  of  moral  criticism  wliich  some  people 
denominate  scandal,  to  see  the  discoveries  I  have 
made.  Many  a  grave  physician  have  I  seen  layini]; 
his  head  to  one  side,  fixing  his  solemn  eye  on  the 
far  corner  of  a  room,  or  poring  with  steady  gaze  on 
Ills  watch,  and  seeming  to  count  the  beats  of  his 
patient's  pulse,  when,  in  fact,  he  was  numbering,  in 
his  own  mind,  the  guineas  accruing  from  his  circle 
of  moi-ning  visits,  or  studying  what  fine  s-peech  he 
should  make  to  my  Lady  Duchess ;  or,  if  his  patient 
were  a  fair  patient  —  but  here  I  would  look  no 
longer. 

"  I  have  often  carried  my  Mirror  to  church,  and, 
sitting  in  a  snug  corner,  have  catched  the  flaming 
orator  of  the  pulpit  in  many  a  rare  grimace,  and 
expressive  gesture  ;  expressive  not  of  humility,  but 
of  pride  ;  not  of  any  desire  to  communicate  instruc- 
tion, but  to  procure  applause  ;  not  to  explain  the 
gospel,  but  to  exhibit  the  preacher. 

"• '  Tliis  Mirror,'  said  tlie  Mussulman,  continuing 
his  valedictory  speech,  '  will  not  only  display  your 
acquaintance  as  they  really  are,  but  as  they  wish 
to  be  ;  and  for  this  purpose,'  showing  me  the  way, 
'  you  have  only  to  hold  it  in  a  particular  position.' 
From  this  use  of  the  Mirror,  holding  it  as  the  der- 
vis  desired  me,  I  confess  I  iiave  received  special 
amusement.  How  many  persons  hideously  de- 
formed have  appeared  most  divinely  beautiful ;  how 
many  dull  fellows  have  become  amazingly  clever  ; 
how  many  shrivelled  cheeks  have  suddenly  claimed 
a  youthful  bloom !  Yet,  I  must  confess,  how  sur- 
prising soever  the  confession  may  appear,  that  I 
have  found  mankind,  in  general,  very  well  satisfied 
with  their  talents ;  and,  as  far  as  regards  moral  and 
religious  improvement,  I  recollect  very  few  in- 
stances of  persons  who   wished  for  changes  in  their 
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present  condition.  On  the  contrary,  I  have  met 
with  other  examples  ;  and  have  seen  persons  not  a 
little  solicitous  to  acquire  the  easy  use  of  some  fash- 
ionable impieties  and  immoralities.  I  have  seen  deli- 
cate females,  to  say  notliing  of  dainty  gentlemen, 
wishing  to  forget  their  catechism  ;  striving  to  over- 
come their  reluctance,  and  meditating  in  their  own 
minds  the  utterance  of  some  fashionable  piece  of 
raillery  against  religion  ;  yet,  like  the  Amen  of  Mac- 
beth, I  have  often  seen  it  stick  in  their  throat. 

" '  But,'  continued  the  dervis,  '  if  you  hold  this 
Mirror  in  a  fit  posture,  it  will  not  only  show  you 
men  as  they  are,  or  as  they  wish  to  be,  but  with  the 
talents  of  which  they  reckon  themselves  actually 
possessed  ;  and  in  that  very  character  or  situation 
which  they  hold  most  suited  to  their  abilities.'  Now 
this  propertj'  of  the  Mussulman's  Mirror  has  given 
me  more  amusement  than  any  other.  By  this  means 
I  have  seen  a  whole  company  undergo  instantaneous 
and  strange  transformation.  I  have  seen  the  un- 
wieldy burgess  changed  into  a  slender  gentleman  ; 
the  deep  philosopher  become  a  man  of  the  world ; 
the  laborious  merchant  converted  into  a  fox-hunter; 
the  mechanic's  wife  in  the  guise  of  a  countess  ;  and 
the  pert  scrivener  become  a  cropped  ensign.  I  have 
seen  those  grave  personages,  whom  you  may  observe 
daily  issuing  from  their  alleys  at  noon,  with  white 
wigs,  black  coats  buttoned  and  inclined  to  grey,  witli 
a  cane  in  one  hand,  and  the  other  stationed  at  their 
side-pocket,  beating  the  streets  for  political  intelli- 
gence, and  diving  afterwards  into  their  native  lanes, 
or  rising  in  a  coffee-house  in  the  full  dignity  of  a 
spectacled  nose  ;  I  have  seen  them  moving  in  my 
Mirror  in  the  shape  of  statesmen,  ministers  at  for- 
eign courts,  chancellors  ofP^ngland,  judges,  justices 
of  the  peace,  or  chief  magistrates  in  electing  bor- 
ouffhs. 
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"  Now,  Sir,  as  you  have  engaged  in  the  important 
business  of  instructing  the  public,  I  reckon  you  a 
much  fitter  person  than  me  to  be  possessed  of  this 
precious  Mirror.  By  these  presents,  therefore,  along 
with  a  paper  of  directions,  I  consign  it  into  your 
hands.  All  that  I  demand  of  you  in  return,  is  to 
use  this  extraordinary  gift  in  a  proper  and  becoming 
manner;  for,  like  every  other  excellent  gift,  it  is 
liable  to  be  misused.  Therefore  be  circumspect ; 
nor  let  any  person  say  of  you,  that  you  make  use  of 
a  false  glass,  or  that  the  reflection  is  not  just,  or  that 
the  representation  is  partial ;  or,  lastly,  that  it  exhibits 
broken,  distorted,  or  unnatural  images.  In  full  con- 
fidence that  it  will  be  an  instrument  in  your  hands 
for  the  most  useful  purposes,  I  am,  Sir, 

"  Your  obedient  servant, 

"  VlTREUS." 


No.  9.     TUESDAY,  FEBRUARY  23,  1779. 


"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE   MIRROR. 
"  SIE, 

"  Some  weeks  ago  I  was  called  from  my  retreat 
in  the  country,  where  I  have  passed  the  last  twenty 
years  in  the  enjoyment  of  ease  and  tranquillity,  by 
an  important  family  concern,  which  made  it  necessary 
for  me  to  come  to  town. 

'•  Last  Thursday  I  was  solicited  by  an  old  fiit-nd 
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to  accompany  him  to  the  playhouse,  to  see  the  tragedy 
of  King  Lear ;  and  by  way  of  inducement,  he  told 
me,  the  part  of  Lear  was  to  be  performed  by  an 
actor  who  had  studied  the  character  under  the  Eng- 
lish Roscius,  and  was  supposed  to  play  it  somewhat 
in  the  manner  of  that  great  master.  As  the  theatre 
had  always  been  my  favourite  amusement,  I  did  not 
long  withstand  tlie  entreaties  of  my  friend ;  and 
when  I  reflected  that  Mr.  Garrick  was  now  gone  to 
'that  undiscovered  countr}',  from  whose  bourn  no 
traveller  returns,'  I  felt  a  sort  of  tender  desire  to  see 
even  a  copy  of  that  great  original,  from  whose  per- 
formances I  had  often,  in  the  earlier  part  of  my  life, 
received  such  exquisite  pleasure. 

"  As  we  understood  the  house  was  to  be  crowded, 
we  went  at  an  early  hour,  and  seated  ourselves  in 
the  middle  of  the  pit,  so  as  not  only  to  see  the  play 
to  advantage,  but  also  to  have  a  full  view  of  the 
audience,  which,  I  have  often  thought,  is  not  the  least 
pleasing  part  of  a  public  entertainment.  Wiien  the 
boxes  began  to  fill,  I  felt  a  secret  satisfaction  in  con- 
templating the  beauties  of  the  present  times,  and 
amused  myself  with  tracing  in  the  daughters,  those 
featui'es  which,  in  the  mothers  and  grandmothers, 
had  charmed  me  so  often. 

"  My  friend  pointed  out  to  me,  in  different  parts 
of  the  house,  some  of  the  reigning  toasts  of  our 
times,  but  so  clianged,  that,  without  liis  assistance,  I 
never  should  have  been  able  to  find  them  out.  I 
looked  in  vain  for  that  form,  that  complexion,  and 
those  numberless  graces,  on  which  I  had  been  ac- 
customed to  gaze  with  admiration.  But  this  change 
was  not  more  remarkable,  than  the  eflPect  it  had 
upon  the  beholders  ;  and  I  could  not  help  thinking 
the  silent  neglect  with  which  those  once  celebrated 
beauties  were   now   treated,  by  much   too  severe  a 


60  MIRROR.  NO.    9. 

punishment  for  that  pride  and  haughtiness  they 
had  formerly  assumed. 

"  While  I  was  amusing  myself  in  this  manner,  I 
observed  that  some  of  the  upper  boxes  were  filled 
with  ladies,  whose  appearance  soon  convinced  me 
that  they  w^ere  of  an  order  of  females  more  desirous 
of  being  distinguished  for  beauty  than  for  virtue.  I 
could  not  refrain  from  expressing  some  disgust 
at  seeing  those  unfortunate  creatures  sitting  thus 
openly  mingled  with  women  of  the  first  rank  and 
fashion.  '  Poh  ! '  said  my  friend,  '  that  is  thought 
nothing  of  nowadays  ;  and  everybody  seems  to  be 
of  the  same  opinion  with  the  celebrated  Countess 
of  Dorchester,  mistress  of  King  James  II.,  who 
having  seated  herself  on  the  same  bench  with  a 
lady  of  rigid  virtue,  the  other  immediately  shrunk 
back ;  which  the  countess  observing,  said,  with  a 
smile,  '  Don't  be  afraid,  madam ;  gallantry  is  not 
catching.' 

"As  I  was  going  to  reprove  my  friend  for  talk- 
ing with  such  levity  of  a  matter  that  seemed  to  be 
of  so  serious  a  nature,  the  curtain  drew  up,  and  the 
play  began.  It  is  not  my  design.  Sir,  to  trouble 
you  with  any  remarks  on  the  performance ;  the 
purpose  of  this  letter  is  to  request  of  you  to  take 
some  notice  of  a  species  of  indecorum,  that  appeared 
altogether  new  to  me,  and  which,  I  confess,  it  hurt 
me  to  observe. 

"  Before  the  end  of  the  first  act,  a  number  of 
young  men  came  in,  and  took  their  places  in  the 
upper  boxes,  amidst  those  unhappy  females  I  have 
already  mentioned.  I  concluded  that  these  persons 
were  as  destitute  of  any  pretension  to  birth  or 
fashion,  as  they  were  void  of  decency  of  manners  ; 
but  I  was  equally  surprised  and  mortified,  to  find 
that  many  of  them  were  of  the  first  families  of  the 
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kingdom.  You,  Sir,  who  have  lived  in  the  world, 
and  seen  the  gradual  and  almost  imperceptihle  pro- 
gress of  manners,  will  not,  perhaps,  be  able  to  judge 
of  my  astonishment,  when  I  beheld  those  very 
gentlemen  quit  their  seats,  and  come  down  to  pay 
tlieir  respects  to  the  ladies  in  the  lower  boxes.  The 
gross  impropriety  of  this  behaviour  raised  in  me  a 
degree  of  indignation  which  I  could  not  easily  re- 
strain. I  comforted  myself,  however,  with  the 
hopes  that  those  unthinking  youths  would  meet  with 
such  a  reception  from  the  women  of  honour,  as 
would  effectually  check  this  indecency ;  but  I  am 
sorry  to  add,  that  I  could  not  discern,  either  in 
their  looks  or  manner,  those  marks  of  disapproba- 
tion which  I  had  made  my  account  with  perceiving. 
Both  the  old  and  the  young,  the  mothers  and  the 
daughters,  seemed  rather  pleased  when  these  young 
men  of  rank  and  fortune  approached  them.  I  am 
persuaded,  at  the  same  time,  that  were  they  to 
think  but  for  a  moment  of  the  consequences,  they 
would  be  sensible  of  the  impropriety  of  their  be- 
haviour in  this  particular.  I  must  therefore  entreat 
of  you.  Sir,  to  take  the  earliest  opportunity  of  giv- 
ing your  sentiments  on  the  subject. 

"  I  am,  &c., 

"A.  W." 

The  complaints  of  my  correspondent  are  not 
without  reason.  The  boundaries  between  virtue 
and  vice  cannot  be  too  religiously  maintained ;  and 
every  thing  that  tends  to  lessen,  in  any  degree,  the 
respect  due  to  a  woman  of  honour,  ought  ever  to 
be  guarded  against  with  the  utmost  caution. 

When  I  was  in  France,  I  observed  a  propriety 
of  behaviour  in  the  particular  mentioned  by  Mr.  A. 
W.,  that  pleased  me  much.     Even  in  that  country, 
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loose  as  we  imagine  the  manners  there  to  be,  no- 
body who  wishes  to  preserve  the  character  of  a 
well-bred  gentleman,  is  ever  seen  at  a  place  of  pub- 
lic resort,  in  company  with  those  misguided  fair 
ones,  who,  however  much  they  may  be  objects  of 
pity  and  compassion,  have  forfeited  all  title  to 
respect  and  esteem.  I  would  recommend  to  our 
young  men  to  follow,  in  this,  the  example  of  our 
neighbours,  whom  they  are  so  ready  to  imitate  in 
less  laudable  instances.  To  consider  it  only  in  this 
view,  there  is  certainly  no  greater  breach  of  polite- 
ness than  that  which  has  given  occasion  to  this  let- 
ter. In  other  respects,  the  consequences  are  truly 
alarming.  When  every  distinction  is  removed  be- 
tween the  women  of  virtue  and  the  prostitute  ;  when 
both  are  treated  with  equal  attention  and  obser- 
vance ;  are  we  to  wonder  if  we  find  an  alteration  of 
the  manners  of  the  women  in  general,  and  a  pro- 
portional diminution  of  that  delicacy  whicli  forms 
the  distinguishing  characteristic  of  the  respectable 
part  of  the  sex  ? 

These  considerations  will,  I  hope,  prove  suffi- 
cient to  correct  this  abuse  in  our  young  gentlemen. 
As  to  my  fair  countrywomen,  it  is  ever  with  reluc- 
tance that  I  am  obliged  to  take  notice  of  any  little 
impropriety  into  which  tliey  inadvertently  fall.  Let 
them,  however,  reflect,  that  a  certain  delicacy  of 
sentiment  and  of  manners  is  the  chief  ornament  of 
the  female  character,  and  the  best  and  surest 
guardian  of  female  honour.  That  once  removed, 
there  will  remain  less  difference  than  perhaps  they 
may  be  aware  of,  between  them  and  the  avowedly 
licentious.  Let  them  also  consider,  that,  as  it  is 
unquestionably  in  their  power  to  form  and  correct 
the  manners  of  the  men,  so  they  are,  in  some  sort, 
accountable,  not  for  their  own  conduct  only,  but 
also  for  that  of  their  admirers. 


NO.    9.  MIRROR.  63 


"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE   MIRROR. 

*'  I  do  not  mean  to  reflect,  INIr.  Mirror ;  for  that 
is  your  business,  not  mine ;  far  less  do  I  propose  to 
pun,  when  I  tell  you  that  it  might  save  some  reflec- 
tions upon  yourself,  did  you  take  the  trouble  to 
translate  into  good  common  English  those  same 
Latin  scraps  or  mottoes,  which  you  sometimes  hang 
out  by  way  of  a  sign-post  inscription  at  the  top  of 
your  paper.  For  consider.  Sir,  who  will  be  tempted 
to  enter  a  house  of  entertainment  offered  to  the 
public,  when  the  majority  can  neither  read  nor  un-^ 
derstand  the  language  in  which  the  bill  of  fare  is 
drawn  and  held  out  ?  I  am  a  Scotsman  of  a  good 
plain  stomach,  who  can  eat  and  digest  any  thing  ; 
yet  I  should  like  to  have  a  guess  at  what  was  to  be 
expected  before  I  sit  down  to  table.  Besides,  the 
fair  sex,  Mr.  Mirror,  for  whom  you  express  so 
much  respect,  —  What  shall  they  do  ?  Believe  me, 
then,  Sir,  by  complying  with  this  hint,  you  will  not 
only  please  the  ladies,  but  now  and  then  save  a 
blush  in  their  com{)any  to  some  grown  gentleman, 
who  have  not  the  good  fortune  to  be  so  learned  as 
yourself  Amongst  the  rest,  you  will  oblige  one 
who  has  the  honour  to  be 

"  Your  admirer  and  humble  servant, 

"Ignoramus." 

"  Edinburgh,  Feb.  19,  1779." 

Mr.  Ignoramus,  Avhom  I  take  to  be  a  wiser  man 
than  he  gives  himself  out   for,   must    have    often 
observed  many  great  personages  contrive  to  be  un- 
intelligible in  order  to  be  respected. 
E 
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— /(/  nvh'Uror 
Acljn'ime  in  vita  esse  itltk,  ut  ne  quid  nimis. 

TEK.    ANDRIA,   i.    1.    33. 

Refinemknt,  and  Delicacy  of  Taste,  are  the  pro- 
ductions of  advanced  society.  Tliey  open  to  the 
mind  of  persons  possessed  of  tliem  a  field  of  elegant 
enjoyment;  but  they  may  be  pushed  to  a  dangerous 
extreme.  By  that  excess  of  sensibility  to  wiiich 
they  lead ;  by  that  vanity  which  they  flatter ;  that 
idea  of  superiority  whicii  they  nourish  ;  they  may 
unfit  their  possessor  for  the  common  and  ordinary 
enjoyments  of  life ;  and,  by  that  too  great  niceness 
which  they  are  apt  to  create,  they  may  mingle 
somewhat  of  disgust  and  uneasiness  even  in  the 
highest  and  finest  pleasures.  A  person  of  such  a 
mind  will  often  miss  happiness  where  Nature  in- 
tended it  should  be  found,  and  seek  for  it  where  it 
is  not  to  be  met  with.  Disgust  and  Chagrin  will 
frequently  be  his  companions,  while  less  cultivated 
minds  are  enjoying  pleasure  unmixed  and  unal- 
loyed. 

I  have  ever  considered  my  friend,  Charles  Fleet- 
wood, to  be  a  remarkable  instance  of  such  a  charac- 
ter. Mr.  Fleetwood  has  been  endowed,  by  nature, 
with  a  most  feeling  and  tender  heart.  Educated  to 
no  particular  profession,  his  natural  sensibility  has 
been  increased  by  a  life  of  inactivity,  chiefly  em- 
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ployed  in  reading,  and  the  study  of  the  polite  art?, 
which  lias  given  him  that  excess  of  refinement  I 
have  described  above,  that  injures  while  it  capti- 
vates. 

Last  summer  I  accompanied  him  in  an  excursion 
into  the  country.  Our  object  Avas  partly  air  and 
exercise,  and  partly  to  pay  a  visit  to  some  of  our 
friends. 

Our  first  visit  was  to  a  college  acquaintance,  re- 
markable for  that  old-fashioned  hospitality  which 
still  prevails  in  some  parts  of  the  country,  and 
which  too  often  degenerates  into  excess.  Unfor- 
tunately for  us,  we  found  with  our  friend  a  number 
of  his  jovial  companions,  whose  object  of  entertain- 
ment was  very  different  from  ours.  Instead  of 
wishing  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  the  country,  they 
expressed  their  satisfaction  at  the  meeting  of  so 
many  old  acquaintance ;  because  they  said  it  would 
add  to  the  mirth  and  sociableness  of  the  party. 
Accordingly,  after  a  long,  and  somewhat  noisy, 
dinner,  the  table  was  covered  with  bottles  and 
glasses ;  the  mirth  of  the  company  rose  higher  at 
every  new  taast ;  and  though  their  drinking  did  not 
proceed  quite  the  length  of  intoxication,  the  con- 
vivial festivity  was  drawn  out,  with  very  little  in- 
termission, till  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed.  Mr.  Fleet- 
wood's politeness  prevented  him  from  leaving  the 
company ;  but  I,  who  knew  him,  saw  he  was  in- 
wardly fretted  at  the  manner  in  which  his  time  was 
spent  during  a  fine  evening,  in  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  parts  of  the  country.  The  mirth  of  the 
company,  which  was  at  least  innocent,  was  lost  upon 
him ;  their  jokes  hardly  produced  a  smile ;  or,  if 
they  did,  it  was  a  forced  one;  even  the  good- 
humour  of  those  around  him,  instead  of  awakening 
his  benevolence,  and  giving   him    a  philanthropical 
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pleasure,  increased  his  chagjrin  ;  and  the  louder  the 
company  laughed,  the  graver  did  I  think  Mr.  Fleet- 
wood's countenance  became. 

After  having  remained  here  two  days,  our  time 
being  spent  pretty  much  in  the  manner  I  have 
described,  we  went  to  the  house  of  another  gentle- 
man in  the  neighbourhood.  A  natural  soberness  of 
mind,  accompanied  with  a  habit  of  industry,  and 
great  attention  to  the  management  of  his  farm,  would 
save  us,  we  knew,  fi'om  any  thing  like  riot  or  intem- 
perance in  his  family.  But  even  here  I  found  Mr. 
Fleetwood  not  a  whit  more  at  his  ease  than  in  the 
last  house.  Our  landlord's  ideas  of  politeness  made 
him  think  it  would  be  want  of  respect  to  his  guests 
if  he  did  not  give  them  constant  attendance.  Break- 
fast, therefore,  was  no  sooner  removed,  than,  as  he 
wished  to  visit  his  farm,  he  proposed  a  walk ;  we 
set  out  accordingly  ;  and  our  whole  morning  was 
spent  in  crossing  dirty  tields,  leaping  ditches  and 
hedges,  and  hearing  our  landlord  discourse  on 
drilling  and  horse-hoeing;  of  broadcast  and  summer- 
fallow  ;  of  manuring,  ploughing,  draining,  &c.  Mr. 
Fleetwood,  who  had  scarcely  ever  read  a  theoretical 
book  upon  farming,  and  was  totally  ignorant  of  the 
practice,  was  leased  to  death  with  this  conversation  ; 
and  returned  home  covered  with  dirt,  and  worn  out 
with  fatigue.  After  dinner,  the  family  economy  did 
not  allow  the  least  approach  to  a  debauch  ;  and,  as 
our  landlord  had  exhausted  his  utmost  stock  of 
knowledge  and  conversation  in  remarks  upon  his 
farm,  while  we  were  not  at  all  desirous  of  repeating 
the  entertainment  of  the  morning,  we  passed  a  taste- 
less, lifeless,  yawning  afternoon  ;  and,  I  believe,  Mr. 
Fleetwood  would  have  willingly  exchanged  the 
dulness  of  his  present  company,  for  the  boisterous 
mirth  of  the  last  he  had  been  in. 
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Our  next  visit  was  to  a  gentleman  of  a  liberal 
education,  and  elegant  manners,  who,  in  the  earlier 
part  of  his  life,  had  been  much  in  the  polite  world. 
Here  Mr.  Fleetwood  expected  to  find  pleasure  and 
enjoyment  sufficient  to  atone  for  the  disagreeable 
occurrences  in  his  two  former  visits  ;  but  here,  too, 
he  was  disappointed.  Mr.  Selby,  for  that  was  our 
friend's  name,  had  been  several  years  married  ;  his 
family  increasing,  he  had  retired  to  the  country  ; 
and,  renouncing  the  bustle  of  the  world,  had  given 
himself  up  to  domestic  enjoyments ;  his  time  and 
attention  were  devoted  chiefly  to  the  care  of  his 
children.  The  pleasure  which  himself  felt  in  humour- 
ing all  their  little  fancies,  made  him  forget  how 
troublesome  that  indulgence  might  be  to  others. 
The  first  morning  we  were  at  his  house,  when  Mr. 
Fleetwood  came  into  the  parlour  to  breakfast,  all 
the  places  at  table  were  occupied  by  the  children  ; 
it  was  necessary  that  one  of  them  should  be  displaced 
to  make  room  for  him  ;  and,  in  the  disturbance  which 
this  occasioned,  a  teacup  was  overturned,  and 
scalded  the  finger  of  Mr.  Selby's  eldest  daughter,  a 
child  about  seven  years  old,  whose  whimpering  and 
complaining  attracted  the  whole  attention  during 
breakfast.  That  being  over,  the  eldest  boy  came 
forward  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  and  Mr.  Selby 
asked  Mr.  Fleetwood  to  hear  him  read  his  lesson  ; 
Mrs.  Selby  joined  in  the  request,  though  both  looked 
as  if  they  were  rather  conferring  a  favour  on  their 
guest.  Tiie  eldest  had  no  sooner  finished,  than  the 
youngest  boy  presented  himself;  upon  which  his 
father  observed,  that  it  would  be  doing  injustice  to 
Will  not  to  hear  him,  as  well  as  his  elder  brother 
Jack ;  and  in  this  way  was  my  friend  obliged  to 
spend  the  morning,  in  performing  the  office  of 
a  schoolmaster  to  the  children  in  succession. 
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Mr.  Fleetwood  liked  a  game  at  whist,  and  prom- 
ised himself  a  party  in  the  evening  free  from 
interri^ption.  Cards  were  accordingly  proposed ; 
but  Mrs.  Selby  observed,  that  her  little  daughter, 
who  still  complained  of  her  scalded  finger,  needed 
amusement  as  much  as  any  of  the  company.  In 
place  of  cards,  Miss  Harriet  insisted  on  the  game 
of  the  goose.  Down  to  it  we  sat ;  and,  to  a  stranger, 
it  would  not  have  been  unamusing  to  see  Mr.  Fleet- 
wood, in  his  sorrowful  countenance,  at  the  royal 
and  pleasant  game  of  the  goose,  with  a  child  of 
seven  years  old.  It  is  unnecessary  to  dwell  longer 
on  particulars.  Dnring  all  the  time  we  were  at 
Mr.  Selby's,  the  delighted  parents  were  indulging 
their  fondness,  while  Mr.  Fleetwood  was  repining 
and  fretting  in  secret. 

Having  finished  our  intended  round  of  visits,  we 
turned  our  course  homewards,  and,  at  the  first  inn 
on  our  road,  were  joined  by  one  Mr.  Johnson,  with 
whom  I  was  slightly  acquainted.  Politeness  would 
not  allow  me  to  reject  the  offer  of  his  company, 
especially  as  I  knew  him  to  be  a  good-natured, 
inoffensive  man.  Our  road  lay  through  a  glen, 
romantic  and  picturesque,  which  we  reached  soon 
after  sunset,  in  a  mild  and  still  evening.  On  each 
side  were  stupendous  mountains  :  their  height ;  the 
rude  and  projecting  rocks,  of  which  some  of  them 
were  composed ;  the  gloomy  caverns  they  seemed 
to  contain ;  and  the  appearance  of  devastation, 
occasioned  by  traces  of  cataracts  falling  from  their 
tops,  presented  to  our  view  a  scene  truly  sublime. 
Mr.  Fleetwood  felt  an  unusual  elevation  of  spirit. 
His  soul  rose  within  him,  and  was  swelled  with  that 
silent  awe,  so  well  suited  to  his  contemplative  mind. 
In  the  words  of  the  poet,  he  could  have  said  :  — 
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— "  Welcome,  kindred  glooms, 
Congenial  horrors,  hail!  " 

— "  Be  these  my  theme, 
These  that  exalt  the  soul  to  solemn  thought. 
And  heavenly  musing !  " 

Ouv  silence  had  now  continued  for  about  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour ;  and  an  unusual  stillness  prevailed 
around  us,  interrupted  only  by  the  tread  of  our 
horses,  which,  returning  at  stated  intervals,  assisted 
by  the  echo  of  the  mountains,  formed  a  hollow  sound, 
which  increased  the  solemnity  of  the  scene.  Mr. 
Johnson,  tiring  of  this  silence,  and  not  having  theleast 
comprehension  of  its  cause,  all  at  once,  and  without 
■warning,  lifted  up  his  voice,  and  began  the  song  of 
"  Push  about  the  Jorum."  Mr.  Fleetwood's  soul  was 
then  wound  up  to  its  utmost  height.  At  the  sound 
of  Mr.  Johnson's  voice  he  started,  and  viewed  him 
with  a  look  of  horror,  mixed  with  contempt.  Dur- 
ing the  rest  of  our  journey,  T  could  hardly  prevail 
on  my  friend  to  be  civil  to  him  ;  and  tliough  he  is, 
in  every  respect,  a  worthy  and  good-natured  man, 
and  though  Mr.  Fleetwood  and  he  have  often  met 
since,  the  former  has  never  been  able  to  look  upon 
him  without  disgust. 

Mr.  Fleetwood's  entertainment  in  this  short  tour 
has  produced  in  my  mind  many  reflections,  in 
which  I  doubt  not  I  shall  be  anticipated  by  my 
readers. 

There  are  few  situations  in  life,  from  which  a 
man,  who  has  confined  his  turn  for  enjoyment  within 
the  bounds  pointed  out  by  nature,  will  not  receive 
satisfaction  ;  but  if  we  once  transgress  those  bounds, 
and,  seeking  after  too  much  refinement,  indulge  a 
false  and  mistaken  delicacy,  there  is  hardly  a  situa- 
tion in  which  we  will  not  be  exposed  to  disappoint- 
ment and  disgust. 

Had   it  not  been  for  this   false,  this   dangerous 
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delicacy,  Mr.  Fleetwood,  instead  of  uneasiness, 
would  have  received  pleasure  from  every  visit  we 
made,  from  every  incident  we  met  with. 

At  the  first  house  to  which  we  w^ent,  it  was  not 
necessary  that  he  should  have  preferred  the  bottle 
to  the  enjoyment  of  a  fine  evening  in  the  country ; 
but  that  not  being  the  sentiments  of  the  company, 
had  he,  without  repining,  given  up  his  taste  to 
theirs,  instead  of  feeling  disgust  at  what  appeared  to 
him  coarse  in  their  enjoyments,  he  would  have  felt 
pleasure  at  the  mirth  and  good-humour  which  pre- 
vailed around  him ;  and  the  very  reflection,  that 
different  employments  gave  amusement  to  different 
men,  would  have  afforded  a  lively  and  philanthrop- 
ical  satisfaction. 

It  was  scarcely  to  be  expected,  that  the  barren- 
ness and  dryness  of  the  conversation  at  our  second 
visit,  could  fill  up,  or  entirely  satisfy  the  delicate  and 
improved  mind  of  Mr.  Fleetwood ;  but  had  he  not 
laid  it  down  almost  as  a  rule,  not  to  be  pleased  with 
any  thing,  except  what  suited  his  own  idea  of 
enjoyment,  he  might,  and  ought  to  have  received 
pleasure  from  the  sight  of  a  worthy  family  spending 
their  time  innocently,  happily,  and  usefully ;  use- 
fully, both  to  themselves  and  to  their  country. 

It  was  owing  to  the  same  false  sensibility,  that  he 
was  so  much  chagrined  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Selby. 
The  fond  indulgence  of  the  parents  did,  perhaps, 
carry  their  attention  to  their  children  beyond  the 
rules  of  propriety ;  but,  had  it  not  been  for  the  fini- 
calness  of  mind  in  Mr.  Fleetwood,  had  he  given  the 
natural  benevolence  of  his  heart  its  play,  he  would 
have  received  a  pleasure  from  witnessing  the  happi- 
ness of  two  virtuous  parents  in  their  rising  offspring, 
that  would  have  much  overbalanced  any  uneasiness 
arising  from  the  errors  in  their  conduct. 
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Neither,  but  for  this  excessive  refinement,  would 
Mr.  Fleetwood  have  been  hurt  by  the  behaviour  of 
Mr.  Johnson.  Though  he  might  not  have  considered 
him  as  a  man  of  taste,  he  would,  nevertheless,  have 
regarded  him  as  a  good  and  inoffensive  man  ;  and 
he  would  have  received  pleasure  from  the  reflection, 
that  neitlier  goodness  nor  happiness  are  confined  to 
those  minds,  which  are  fitted  for  feeling  and  enjoy- 
ing all  the  pleasures  of  nature  or  of  art. 
A 
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Since  the  commencement  of  the  late  levies,  I 
understand  that  not  only  drill  sergeants  have 
had  daily  access  to  the  lobbies  and  parlours  of  many 
decent  and  peaceable  houses  in  this  metropolis,  but 
that  professors  of  the  noble  science  of  defence  have 
been  so  constantly  occupied  in  attending  grown 
gentlemen,  and  ungrown  officers,  that  the  former 
scholars  have  found  great  difficulty  in  procuring 
masters  to  push  with  them,  and  have  frequently 
been  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the  less  edifying 
opposition  of  one  another. 

The  purpose  of  the  sergeant's  instructions,  every 
lover  of  his  country  must  approve.  The  last  men- 
tioned art,  that  of  fencing,  I  formerly  took  great  de- 
light in  myself,  and  still  account  one  of  the  health- 
iest of  all  house  exercises  ;  insomuch  that  when  I 
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am  in  the  country,  where  I  make  it  a  rule  to  spend 
a  certain  part  of  every  day  in  exercise  of  some 
kind,  I  generally  take  up  my  foil  in  rainy  mornings, 
and  push  with  great  success,  against  the  figure  of 
Herod,  in  a  piece  of  old  arras  that  was  taken  down 
from  my  grandmother's  room,  and  is  now  pasted  up 
on  the  wall  of  the  laundry. 

When  those  two  sciences,  however,  go  upon  actual 
service,  they  are  to  be  considered  in  different  lights  ; 
that  of  the  sergeant,  as  it  teaches  a  man  to  stand 
well  on  his  legs,  to  carry  his  body  firm,  and  to  move 
it  alertly,  is  much  the  same  as  the  fencing-master's, 
but  in  their  last  stage  they  depart  somewhat  from 
each  other :  the  sergeant  proposes  to  qualify  a  man 
for  encountering  his  enemy  in  battle ;  the  other,  to 
fit  him  for  meeting  his  companion,  or  friend  it  may 
be,  in  a  duel. 

My  readers  will,  I  hope,  give  me  credit  for  The 
Mirror  being  always  a  ver}'  polite  paper  ;  I  am  not, 
therefoi-e,  at  all  disposed  to  bestow  on  a  practice  so 
gentlemanhke  as  duelling,  tliose  severe  reprehen- 
sions, equally  trite  and  unjust,  in  which  some  of  my 
predecessors  have  indulged  themselves.  During  my 
residence  abroad  I  was  made  perfectly  acquainted 
with  the  arguments  drawn  in  its  favour,  from  the  in- 
fluence it  has  on  the  manners  of  the  gentleman  and 
the  honour  of  the  soldier.  It  is  my  intention  only 
to  point  out  those  bounds  within  which  the  most 
punctilious  valour  may  be  contented  to  restrain  it- 
self; and  in  this  I  shall  be  the  more  guarded,  as  I 
mean  the  present  paper  principally  for  the  use  of  the 
new-raised  regiments  above  alluded  to,  whose  hon- 
our I  dearly  prize,  and  would  preserve  as  scrupulously 
inviolate  as  possible.  I  hold  such  an  essay  pecu- 
liarly proper  at  this  juncture,  when  some  of  them 
are  about  to  embark  on  long  voyages,  in  which  even 
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good-natured  people,  beina;  tacked  together  like  man 
and  wife,  are  somewhat  apt  to  grow  peevish  and 
quarrelsome. 

In  the  first  place,  I  will  make  one  general  obser- 
vation, that,  at  this  busy  time,  when  our  country  has 
need  of  men,  lives  are  of  more  value  to  the  com- 
munity than  at  other  periods.  In  time  of  peace,  so 
many  regiments  are  reduced,  and  the  duties  of  an 
officer  so  easily  performed,  that  if  one  fall,  and  an- 
other be  hanged  for  killing  him,  there  will  speedily 
be  found  two  proper  young  men  ready  to  mount 
guard,  and  show  a  good  leg  on  the  parade,  in  their 
room.  But,  at  present,  from  the  great  increase  of 
the  establishment,  there  is  rather  a  scarcity  in  pro- 
portion to  the  demand,  of  men  of  military  talents, 
and  military  figure,  especially  when  we  consider 
that  the  war  is  now  to  be  carried  against  so  genteel 
a  people  as  the  French,  to  whom  it  will  be  neces- 
sary to  show  officers  of  the  most  soldier-like  appear- 
ance and  address. 

This  patriotic  consideration  will  tend  to  relax  the 
etiquette  formerly  established,  for  every  officer  to 
fight  a  duel  within  a  few  weeks  of  the  date  of  his 
commission,  and  that,  too,  without  the  purpose  of 
resenting  any  affront,  or  vindicating  his  honour  from 
any  aspersion,  but  merely  to  show  that  he  could 
fight.  Now,  this  practice,  being  unnecessary  at 
present,  as  preferment  goes  on  briskly  enough  by 
the  fall  of  officers  in  the  course  of  tlieir  duty,  may 
very  properly,  and  without  disparagement  to  the 
valour  of  the  British  army,  be  dispensed  with  ;  so, 
it  is  to  be  agreed  and  understood,  that  every  officer 
in  the  new-raised  regiments,  whose  commissions  bear 
date  on  or  posterior  to  the  1st  of  January  1778,  is, 
ipso  facto,  to  be  held  and  deemed  of  unquestionable 
courage  and  immaculate  honour. 
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As  to  the  measure  of  affront  which  may  justify  a 
challense,  it  is  to  be  reraeml)ered,  that  the  olficers 
of  the  above-mentioned  corps  have  been  obliged,  in 
levying  their  respective  quotas,  to  engage  in  scenes 
of  a  very  particuhir  kind  ;  at  markets,  fairs,  country 
weddings,  and  city  brawls,  amongst  a  set  of  men  and 
■women,  not  remarkable  for  delicacy  of  language,  or 
politeness  of  behaviour.  We  are  not,  therefore,  to 
wonder,  if  the  smooth  enamel  of  the  gentleman  has 
received  some  little  injury  from  the  collision  of  such 
coarse  materials  ;  and  a  certain  time  may  fairly  be 
allowed  for  unlearning  the  blunt  manners  and  rough 
phraseology  which  an  officer  in  such  situations  was 
forced  to  assume.  Therefore  the  identical  words 
which,  a  campaign  or  two  hence,  are  to  be  held  ex- 
piable  only  by  blood,  may,  at  present,  be  done  away 
by  an  explanation  ;  and  those  which  an  officer  must 
then  explain  and  account  for  at  the  peril  of  a  chal- 
lenge, are  now  to  be  considered  as  mere  colloquial 
expletives  acquired  by  associating  with  such  com- 
pany as  frequent  the  places  above  described. 

As,  notwithstanding  all  these  allowances,  some 
duels  may  be  expected  to  take  place,  it  is  proper  to 
mention  certain  regulations  for  the  conduct  of  the 
parties,  in  the  construction  of  which  I  have  paid 
infinitely  more  regard  to  their  honour  than  to  their 
safety. 

In  fighting  with  the  sword,  a  blow,  or  the  He 
direct,  can  scarcely  be  expiated  but  by  a  thrust 
through  the  body  ;  but  any  lesser  affront  may  be 
wiped  off  by  a  wound  in  the  sword  arm ;  or,  if  the 
injury  be  very  slight,  any  wound  will  be  sufficient. 
In  all  this  it  is  to  be  noted,  that  the  receiving  of 
such  a  wound  by  either  party  constitutes  a  repara- 
tion for  the  affront;  as  it  is  a  rule  of  justice  peculiar 
to  the  code  of  duelling,  that  the  blood  of  the  injured 
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atones  for  the  oifence  he  has  received,  as  well  as 
that  of  the  injurer  for  the  offence  he  has  given. 

In  affaii's  decided  with  pistols,  the  distance  is,  in 
like  manner,  to  be  regulated  by  the  nature  of  the 
injury.  For  those  of  an  atrocious  sort,  a  distance 
of  only  twenty  feet,  and  pistols  of  nine,  nine  and  a 
half,  or  ten  inch  barrels,  ai-e  requisite  ;  for  slighter 
ones,  the  distance  may  be  doubled,  and  a  six  or  even 
five  inch  barrel  will  serve.  Regard,  moreover,  is 
to  be  had  to  the  size  of  the  persons  engaged  ;  for 
every  stone  above  eleven,  the  party  of  such  weight 
may,  with  perfect  honour,  retire  three  feet. 

I  read,  some  time  ago,  certain  addresses  to  the 
Jockey  Club,  by  two  gentlemen  who  had  been  en- 
gaged in  an  affair  of  honour  ;  from  which  it  ap- 
peared, that  one  of  them  had  systematized  the  art 
of  duelling  to  a  wonderful  degree.  Among  other 
things,  he  had  brought  his  aim  with  a  pistol  to  so 
much  certainty,  and  made  such  improvements  on 
the  weapon,  that  he  could  lay  a  hundred  guineas  to 
ten  on  hitting  at  a  considerable  distance,  any  part 
of  his  adversary's  body.  These  arts,  however,  I  by 
no  means  approve ;  they  resemble,  methinks,  a 
loaded  die,  or  a  packed  deal ;  and  I  am  inclined  to 
be  of  opinion,  that  a  gentleman  is  no  more  obliged 
to  fight  against  the  first  than  to  play  against  the 
latter.  They  may,  in  the  mildest  construction,  be 
compared  to  the  sure  play  of  a  man  who  can  take 
every  ball  at  billiards  ;  and,  therefore,  if  it  shall  be 
judged  that  an  ordinary  marksman  must  fight  with 
the  person  possessed  of  them,  he  is  at  least  entitled 
to  odds,  and  must  be  allowed  three  shots  to  one  of 
his  antagonist. 

I  have  thus,  with  some  labour,  and  I  hope  strict 
honour,  settled  certain  articles  in  the  matter  of  duel- 
ling, for  such  of  ray  readers  as  may  have  occasion 
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for  them.  It  is  but  candid,  however,  to  own,  that 
there  have  been,  now  and  then,  brilliant  things  done 
quite  without  the  line  of  my  directions,  to  wit,  by 

not  figliting  at  all.     The  Abbe ,  with  whom 

I  was  disputing  at  Paris  on  this  subject,  concluded 
his  arguments  against  duelling  with  a  story,  which, 
though  I  did  not  think  it  much  to  the  purpose,  was 
a  tolerable  story  notwithstanding.  I  shall  give  it 
in  the  very  words  of  the  Abbe. 

"  A  countryman  of  yours,  a  Captain  Douglas, 
was  playing  at  Trictrac  with  a  very  intimate  friend, 
hei*e,  in  this  very  coffee-house,  amidst  a  circle  of 
French  officers,  who  were  looking  on.  Some  dispute 
arising  about  a  cast  of  the  dice,  Douglas  said,  in  a 
gay  thoughtless  manner  ;  '  Oh  !  what  a  story  ! '  A 
murmur  ai'ose  among  the  bystanders ;  and  his  an- 
tagonist feeling  the  affront,  as  if  the  lie  had  been 
given  him,  in  the  violence  of  his  passion,  snatched 
up  the  tables,  and  hit  Douglas  a  blow  on  the  head. 
The  instant  he  had  done  it,  the  idea  of  his  impru- 
dence, and  its  probable  consequences  to  himself  and 
his  friend,  rushed  upon  his  mind;  he  sat,  stupefied 
with  shame  and  remorse,  his  eyes  riveted  on  the 
ground,  regardless  of  what  the  other's  resentment 
might  prompt  him  to  act.  Douglas,  after  a  short 
pause,  turned  round  to  the  spectators  :  'You  think,' 
said  he,  '  that  I  am  now  ready  to  cut  the  throat  of 
that  unfortunate  young  man  ;  but  I  know  that,  at 
this  moment,  he  feels  anguish  a  thousand  times 
more  keen  than  any  my  sword  could  inflict.  I  will 
embrace  him  —  thus  —  and  try  to  reconcile  him  to 
himself;  but  I  will  cut  the  throat  of  that  man  among 
you  who  shall  dare  to  breathe  a  syllable  against  my 
honour.'  '  Bravo  !  Bravo  ! '  cried  an  old  Chevalier 
de  St.  Louis,  who  stood  immediately  behind  hira. 
The  sentiment  of  France  overcame  its   habit,  and 
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Bravo  !  Bravo !  echoed  from  every  corner  of  the 
room.  Who  would  not  have  cried  Bravo  !  Would 
not  you,  Sir?'  'Doubtless.'  'On  other  occasions, 
then,  be  governed  by  the  same  principle.'  '  Why, 
to  be  sure,  it  were  often  better  not  to  light  —  if  one 
had  but  the  courage  not  to  light.'  " 

I 
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"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE   MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"I  AM  a  plain  country-gentleman,  with  a  small 
fortune  and  a  large  family.  My  boys,  all  except 
the  youngest,  I  have  contrived  to  set  out  into  the 
world  in  tolerably  promising  situations.  My  two 
eldest  girls  are  married  ;  one  to  a  clergyman,  w^ith 
a  very  comfortable  living,  and  a  respectable  charac- 
ter ;  the  other  to  a  neighbour  of  my  own,  who  farms 
most  of  his  own  estate,  and  is  supposed  to  know 
country-business  as  well  as  any  man  in  this  part  of 
the  kingdom.  I  have  four  other  girls  at  home, 
whom  I  wish  to  make  fit  wives  for  men  of  equal 
rank  with  their  brothers-in-law. 

"  About  three  months  ago,  a  great  lady  in  our 
neighbourhood,  at  least  as  neighbourhood  is  reckoned 
in  our  quarter,  happened  to  meet  the  two  eldest  of 
my  unmarried  daughters  at  the  house  of  a  gentle- 
man, a  distant  relation  of  mine,  and,  as  well  as 
myself,  a  freeholder  in  our  county.     The  girls  are 
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tolerably  handsome,  and  I  have  endeavoured  to 
make  them  understand  the  common  rules  of  good- 
breeding.  My  Lady ran  out  to  my  kins- 
man, who  happens  to  have  no  children  of  his  own, 
in  praise  of  their  beauty  and  politeness,  and,  at  part- 
ing, gave  them  a  most  pressing  invitation  to  come 
and  spend  a  week  with  her  during  the  approaching 
Christmas  holidays.  On  my  daughters'  return  from 
their  kinsman's,  I  was  not  altogether  pleased  at 
hearing  of  this  invitation  ;  nor  was  I  more  satisfied 
with  the  very  frequent  quotations  of  my  Lady 
's  sayings  and  sentiments,  and  the  descrip- 
tions of  the  beauty  of  her  complexion,  the  elegance 
of  her  dress,  and  the  grandeur  of  her  equipage.  I 
opposed,  therefore,  their  design  of  paying  this 
Christmas  visit  pretty  warmly.  Upon  this,  the 
honour  done  them  by  the  invitation,  the  advantages 
to  be  derived  from  an  acquaintance  with  the  great 
lady,  and  the  benefit  that  might  accrue  to  my  family 
from  the  influence  of  her  lord,  were  immediately 
rung  in  my  ears,  not  only  by  my  daughters,  but 
also  by  their  mother,  whom  they  had  already  gained 
over  to  their  side;  and  I  must  own  to  you,  Mr. 
Mirror,  though  I  would  not  have  you  think  me 
hen-pecked,  that  my  wife,  somehow  or  other,  con- 
trives to  carry  most  points  in    our  family ;  so  my 

opposition   was    overruled ;    and    to the 

girls  went ;  but  not  before  they  had  made  a  journey 
to  the  metropolis  of  our  country,  and  brought  back 
a  portmanteau  full  of  necessaries,  to  qualify  them  for 
appearing  decently,  as  my  witie  said,  in  the  com- 
pany they  should  meet  there. 

"  In  about  a  month,  for  their  visit  was  drawn  out 
to  that  length,  my  daughters  returned.  But  had 
you  seen,  Mr.  Mirror,  what  an  alteration  that 
month  had  made  on  them  !  Instead  of  the  rosy  com- 
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plexions,  and  sparkling  eyes,  they  had  carried  with 
them,  they  brought  back  cheeks  as  white  as  a  curd, 
and  eyes  as  dead  as  the  beads  in  the  face  of  a  baby. 

"  I  could  not  help  expressing  my  surprise  at  the 
sight ;  but  the  younger  of  the  two  ladies  immediately 
cut  me  short,  i3y  telling  me,  that  their  complexion 
was  the  only  one  worn  at . 

"  And  no  wonder.  Sir,  it  should,  from  the  descrip- 
tion which  my  daughter  sometimes  gives  us  of  the 
life  people  lead  there.  Instead  of  rising  at  seven, 
breakfasting  at  nine,  dining  at  three,  supping  at 
eight,  and  getting  to  bed  by  ten,  as  was  their  cus- 
tom at  home,  my  girls  lay  till  twelve,  breakfasted 
at  one,  dined  at  six,  supped  at  eleven,  and  were 
never  in  bed  till  three  in  the  morning.  Their  shapes 
had  undergone  as  much  alteration  as  their  faces. 
From  their  bosoms,  necks,  they  called  them,  which 
were  squeezed  up  to  their  tiiroats,  their  waists 
tapered  down  to  a  very  extraordinary  smallness ; 
they  resembled  the  upper  half  of  an  hour-glass.  At 
this,  also,  I  marvelled ;  but  it  was  the  only  shape 

worn  at  .     Next  day,  at  dinner,  after  a 

long  morning  preparation,  they  appeared  with  heads 
of  such  a  size,  that  my  little  parlour  was  not  of  height 
enough  to  let  them  stand  upright  in  it.  This  was 
the  most  striking  metamorphosis  of  all.  Their 
mother  stared  ;  I  ejaculated  ;  my  other  children 
burst  out  a-laughing  ;  the  answer  was  the  same  as 
before ;  it  was  the  only  head  worn  at . 

"  Nor  is  their  behaviour  less  changed  than  their 
garb.  Instead  of  joining  in  the  good-humoured 
cheerfulness  we  used  to  have  among  us  before,  my 
two  fine  young  ladies  check  every  approach  to 
mirth,  by  calling  it  vulgar.  One  of  them  chid  their 
brother  the  other  day  for  laughing,  and  told  him  it 
was  monstrously  illbred.     In  the  evenings,  when  we 
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were  wont,  if  we  had  nothing  else  to  do,  to  fall  to 
blindinan's-buff,  or  cross-purposes,  or  something  to 
play  at  Loo  for  cherrj-stones,  these  two  get  a  pack 
of  cards  to  themselves,  and  sit  down  to  play  for  any 
little  money  their  visit  has  left  them,  at  a  game  none 
of  us  know  any  thing  about.  It  seems,  indeed,  the 
dullest  of  all  amusements,  as  it  consists  in  merely 
turning  up  the  faces  of  the  cards,  and  repeating  their 
names  from  an  ace  upwards,  as  if  the  players  were 
learning  to  speak,  and  had  got  only  thirteen  words 
in  their  vocabulary.     But  of  this,  and  every  other 

custom  at ,  no  body  is  allowed  to  judge 

but  themselves.  They  have  got  a  parcel  of  phrases, 
which  they  utter  on  all  occasions  as  decisive,  French, 
I  believe,  though  I  can  scarce  find  any  of  them  in 
the  Dictionary,  and  am  unable  to  put  them  upon 
paper  ;  but  all  of  them  mean  something  extremely 
fashionable,  and  are  constantly  supported  by  the 
authority  of  my  lady,  or  the  countess,  his  lordship, 
or  Sir  John. 

"As  they  have  learned  many  foreign,  so  have 
they  unlearned  some  of  the  most  common  and  best 
understood  home  phrases.  When  one  of  my  neigh- 
bours was  lamenting  the  extravagance  and  dissipa- 
tion of  a  young  kinsman  who  had  spent  his  fortune, 
and  lost  his  health  in  London,  and  at  Newmarket, 
they  called  it  life  and  said  it  showed  spirit  in  the 
young  man.  After  the  same  rule,  they  lately  de- 
clared that  a  gentleman  could  not  live  on  less  than 
1,000/.  a  year,  and  called  the  account  which  their 
mantuamaker  and  milliner  sent  me,  for  the  fineries 

purchased  for  their  visit  at ■,  a  trifle,  though 

it  amounted  to  59/.  lis.  4d.,  exactly  a  fourth  part 
of  the  clear  income  of  my  estate. 

"  All  this,  Mr.  Mirror,  I  look  upon  as  a  sort  of 
pestilential  disorder,  with  which  my  poor  daughters 
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have  been  infected  in  the  course  of  this  unfortunate 
visit.  This  consideration  has  induced  me  to  treat 
them  hitherto  with  lenity  and  indulgence,  and  tiy  to 
eiTect  their  cure  by  mild  methods,  which,  indeed,  suit 
my  temper,  naturally  of  a  pliant  kind,  as  every 
body,  except  my  wife,  says,  better  than  harsh  ones. 
Yet  I  confess,  I  could  not  help  being  in  a  passion 
t'  other  day,  when  the  disorder  showed  symptoms 
of  a  more  serious  kind.  Would  you  believe  it, 
Sir,  my  daughter  Elizabeth,  (since  her  visit  she  is 
offended  if  we  call  her  Betty,)  said  it  was  fanatical 
to  find  fault  with  card-playing  on  Sunday  ;  and  her 
sister  Sophia  gravely  asked  my  son-in-law,  the 
clergyman,  if  he  had  not  some  doubts  of  the  soul's 
immortality. 

"As  certain  gi'eat  cities,  I  have  heard,  are  never 
free  from  the  plague,  and  at  last  come  to  look  upon 
it  as  nothing  terrible  or  extraordinary ;  so,  I  sup- 
pose, in  London,  or  even  your  town.  Sir,  this  disease 
always  prevails,  and  is  but  little  dreaded.  But,  in 
the  country,  it  will  be  productive  of  melancholy 
effects  indeed ;  if  suffered  to  spread  there,  it  will 
not  only  imbitter  our  lives,  and  spoil  our  domestic 
happiness,  as  at  present  it  does  mine,  but,  in  its  most 
violent  stages,  will  bring  our  estates  to  market,  our 
daughters  to  ruin,  and  our  sons  to  the  gallows.  Be 
so  humane,  therefore,  Mr.  Mirror,  as  to  suggest  some 
expedient  for  keeping  it  confined  within  those  limits 
in  which  it  rages  at  jjresent.  If  no  public  regula- 
tion can  be  contrived  for  that  purpose,  though  I  can- 
not help  thinking  this  disease  of  the  great  people 
merits  the  attention  of  government,  as  much  as  the 
distemper  among  the  horned  cattle,  try,  at  least,  the 
effects  of  private  admonition,  to  prevent  the  sound 
from  approaching  the  infected  ;  let  all  little  men  like 
myself,  and  every  member  of  their  families,  be  cau- 
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tious  of  holding  intercourse  with  the  persons  or 
families  of  dukes,  earls,  lords,  nabobs,  or  contractors, 
till  they  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  such  per- 
sons and  their  households  are  in  a  sane  and  healthy- 
state,  and  in  no  danger  of  communicating  this  dread- 
ful disorder.  And,  if  it  has  left  such  great  and  no- 
ble persons  any  feelings  of  compassion,  ^ray  put 
them  in  mind  of  that  well  known  fable  of  the  boys 
and  the  frogs,  which  they  must  have  learned  at 
school.  Tell  them.  Sir,  that  though  the  making 
fools  of  their  poor  neighbours  may  serve  them  for  a 
Christmas  gambol,  it  is  matter  of  serious  wretched- 
ness to  those  poor  neighbours  in  the  afterpart  of  their 
lives.  It  is  sport  to  them,  but  death  to  us. 
"I  am,  &c., 
Z  "John  Homespun." 
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The  antiquity  of  the  poems  ascribed  to  Ossian, 
the  son  of  Fingal,  has  been  the  subject  of  much  dis- 
pute. The  refined  magnanimity  and  generosity  of 
the  heroes,  and  the  tenderness  and  the  delicacy  of 
sentiment,  with  regard  to  women,  so  conspicuous  in 
those  poems,  are  circumstances  very  difficult  to  rec- 
oncile with  the  rude  and  uncultivated  age  in  which 
the  poet  is  supposed  to  have  lived.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  intrinsic  characters  of  antiquity  which  the 
poems  bear ;  that  simple  state  of  society  the  poet 
paints ;  the  narrow  circle  of  objects  and  transactions 
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he  describes ;  his  concise,  abrupt,  and  figurative 
style ;  the  absence  of  all  abstract  ideas,  and  of  all 
modern  allusions,  render  it  difficult  to  assign  any- 
other  era  for  their  iDroduction  than  the  age  of  Fingal. 
In  short,  there  are  difficulties  on  both  sides  ;  and,  if 
that  remarkable  refinement  of  manners  seem  incon- 
sistent Avith  our  notions  of  an  unimproved  age,  the 
marks  of  antiquity  with  which  the  poems  are  stamped, 
make  it  very  hard  to  suppose  them  a  modern  com- 
position. It  is  not,  however,  my  intention  to  examine 
the  merits  of  this  controversy,  much  less  to  hazard 
any  judgment  of  my  own.  All  I  propose  is,  to  sug- 
gest one  consideration  on  the  subject,  which,  as  far 
as  I  can  recollect,  has  hitherto  escaped  the  partisans 
of  either  side. 

The  elegant  author  of  the  Critical  Dissertation  on 
the  Poems  of  Ossian,  has  very  properly  obviated 
the  objections  made  to  the  uniformity  of  Ossian's 
imagery,  and  the  too  frequent  repetition  of  the  same 
comparisons.  He  has  shown,  that  this  objection 
proceeds  from  a  careless  and  inattentive  perusal 
of  the  poems  ;  for,  although  the  range  of  the  poet's 
objects  was  not  wide,  and  consequently  the  same 
object  does  often  return,  yet  its  appearance  is 
changed  ;  the  image  is  new ;  it  is  presented  to  the 
fancy  in  another  attitude,  and  clothed  with  different 
circumstances,  to  make  it  suit  the  illustration  for 
which  it  is  employed.  "  In  this,"  continues  he,  "  lies 
Ossian's  great  art ; "  and  he  illustrates  his  remark  by 
taking  the  instances  of  the  moon  and  of  mist,  two  of 
the  principal  subjects  of  the  bard's  images  and  allu- 
sions. 

I  agree  with  this  critic  in  his  observations,  though 
I  think  he  has  rather  erred  in  ascribing  to  art  in 
Ossian,  that  wonderful  diversification  of  the  narrow 
circle  of  objects  with  which  he  was  acquainted.     It 
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was  not  by  any  efforts  of  art  or  contrivance  that 
Ossian  presented  the  rude  objects  of  nature  under 
so  many  different  aspects.  He  wrote  from  a  full 
heart,  from  a  rich  and  glowing  imagination.  He 
did  not  seek  for,  and  invent  images ;  he  copied  na- 
ture, and  painted  objects  as  they  struck  and  kindled 
his  fancy.  He  had  nothing  within  the  range  of  his 
view,  but  the  great  features  of  simple  nature.  The 
sun,  the  moon,  the  stars,  the  desert  heath,  the  wind- 
ing stream,  the  green  hill  with  all  its  roes,  and  the 
rock  with  its  robe  of  mist,  were  the  objects  amidst 
which  Ossian  lived.  Contemplating  these,  under 
every  variety  of  appearance  they  could  assume,  no 
wonder  that  his  warm  and  impassioned  genius  found 
in  them  a  field  fruitful  of  the  most  lofty  and  sublime 
imagery. 

Thus,  the  very  circumstance  of  his  having  such  a 
circumscribed  range  of  inanimate  objects  to  attract 
his  attention  and  exercise  his  imagination,  was  the 
natural  and  necessary  cause  of  Ossian's  being  able 
to  view  and  to  describe  them,  under  such  a  variety 
of  great  and  beautiful  appearances.  And  may  we 
not  proceed  further,  and  affirm  that  so  rich  a  diver- 
sification of  the  few  appearances  of  simple  nature 
could  hardly  have  occui-red  to  the  imagination  of  a 
poet  living  in  any  other  than  the  rude  and  early  age 
in  which  the  son  of  Fingal  appeared  ? 

In  refined  and  polished  society,  where  the  works 
of  art  abound,  the  endless  variety  of  objects  that 
present  themselves,  distract  and  dissipate  the  atten- 
tion. The  mind  is  perpetually  hurried  from  one  ob- 
ject to  another ;  and  no  time  is  left  to  dwell  upon 
the  sublime  and  simple  appearances  of  nature.  A 
poet,  in  such  an  age,  has  a  wide  and  diversified  cir- 
cle of  objects  on  which  to  exercise  his  imagination. 
He  has  a  large  and  diffused  stock  of  materials  from 
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which  to  draw  images  to  embellish  his  work ;  and 
he  does  not  always  resort  for  his  imagery  to  the  di- 
versified appearance  of  the  objects  of  rude  nature ; 
he  does  not  avoid  those  because  his  taste  rejects 
them  ;  but  he  uses  them  seldom,  because  they  seldom 
recur  to  his  imagination. 

To  seize  these  images,  belongs  only  to  the  poet 
of  an  early  and  simple  age,  where  the  undivided 
attention  has  leisure  to  bi'ood  over  the  few  but  sub- 
lime objects  which  surround  him.  The  sea  and  the 
heath,  the  rock  and  tlie  torrent,  the  clouds  and  me- 
teors, the  thunder  and  lightning,  the  sun  and  moon, 
and  stars,  are,  as  it  were,  the  companions  with  which 
his  imagination  holds  converse.  He  personifies  and 
addresses  them ;  every  aspect  they  can  assume  is 
impressed  upon  his  mind;  he  contemplates  and  traces 
them  through  all  the  endless  varieties  of  season ; 
and  they  are  the  perpetual  subjects  of  his  images 
and  allusions.  He  has,  indeed,  only  a  few  objects 
around  him ;  but,  for  that  very  reason,  he  forms  a 
more  intimate  acquaintance  with  their  every  feature, 
and  shade,  and  attitude. 

From  this  circumstance,  it  would  seem  that  the 
poetical  productions  of  widely-distant  periods  of  so- 
ciety must  ever  bear  strong  marks  of  the  age  which 
gave  them  birth ;  and  that  it  is  not  possible  for  a 
poetical  genius  of  the  one  age,  to  counterfeit  and 
imitate  the  productions  of  the  other.  To  the  poet 
of  a  simple  age,  the  varied  objects  which  present 
themselves  in  cultivated  society  are  unknown.  To 
the  poet  of  a  refined  age,  the  idea  of  imitating  the 
pi'oductions  of  rude  times  might,  perhaps,  occur ; 
but  the  execution  would  certainly  be  ditiicult,  pei'- 
haps  impracticable.  To  catch  some  few  transient 
aspects  of  any  of  the  great  appearances  of  nature, 
may  be  within  the  reach  of  the  genius  of  any  age ; 
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but  to  perceive,  and  feel,  and  paint,  all  the  shades  of 
a  few  simple  objects,  and  to  make  them  correspond 
with  a  great  diversity  of  subjects,  the  poet  must 
dwell  amidst  them,  and  have  them  ever  present  to 
his  mind. 

The  excellent  critic,  whom  I  have  already  men- 
tioned, has  selected  the  instances  of  the  moon  and 
of  mist,  to  show  how  much  Ossian  has  diversified 
the  appearance  of  the  few  objects  with  which  he 
Avas  encircled ;  I  shall  now  conclude  this  paper  with 
selecting  a  third,  that  of  the  sun,  which,  I  think,  the 
bard  has  presented  in  such  a  variety  of  aspects,  as 
could  have  occurred  to  the  imagination  in  no  other 
than  the  early  and  unimproved  age  in  which  Ossian 
is  supposed  to  have  lived. 

The  vanquished  Frothal,  struck  with  the  gener- 
ous magnanimity  of  Fingal,  addresses  him :  "  Ter- 
rible art  thou,  O  king  of  Morven,  in  battles  of  the 
spears  ;  but,  in  peace,  thou  art  like  the  sun,  when 
he  looks  through  a  silent  shower ;  the  flowers  lift 
their  fair  heads  before  him,  and  the  gales  shake  their 
rustling  wings."  Of  the  generous,  open  Cathmor, 
exposed  to  the  dark  and  gloomy  Cairbar,  it  is  said : 
"  His  face  was  like  the  plain  of  the  sun,  when  it  is 
bright ;  no  darkness  travelled  over  his  brow."  Of 
Nathos :  "  The  soul  of  Nathos  was  generous  and 
mild,  like  the  hour  of  the  setting  sun."  Of  young 
Connal,  coming  to  seek  the  honour  of  the  spear : 
"  The  youth  was  lovely,  as  the  first  beam  of  the  sun." 

"O!  Fithil's    son,"  says   CuchuUin,    "with 

feet  of  wind,  fly  over  the  heath  of  Lena.  Tell  to 
Fingal,  that  Erin  is  enthrall'd,  and  bid  the  king  of 
Morven  hasten.  0 !  let  him  come  hke  the  sun  in 
a  storm,  when  he  shines  on  the  hills  of  grass." 

Nathos,  anxious  for  the  fate  of  Darthula :  "  The 
soul  of  Nathos  was  sad,  like  the  sun  in  the  day  of 
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mist,  when  his  face  is  watery  and  dim." Os- 
car, surrounded  with  foes,  foreseeing  the  fall  of  his 
race,  and  yet  at  times  gathering  hope :  "  At  times, 
he  was  thoughtful  and  dark,  like  the  sun  when 
he  carries  a  cloud  on  his  face ;  but  he  looks  after- 
ward on  the  hills  of  Cona." Before  Bosmina 

sent  to  offer  them  the  peace  of  heroes :  "  The  host 
of  Erragon  brightened  in  her  presence,  as  a  rock 
before  the  sudden  beams  of  the  sun,  when  they 
issue  from  a  broken  cloud,  divided  by  the  roaring 
wind."  The  remembrance  of  battles  past,  and  the 
return  of  peace,  is  compared  to  the  sun  returning 
after  a  storm  :  "  Hear  the  battle  of  Lora  !  the  sound 
of  its  steel  is  long  since  past ;  so  thunder  on  the 
darkened  hill  roars,  and  is  no  more ;  the  sun  re- 
turns with  his  silent  beams  ;  the  glittering  rocks, 
and  green  heads  of  the  mountains,  smile." 

Fingal  in  his  strength  darkening  in  the  presence 
of  war:  "  His  arm  stretches  to  the  foe  like  the  beam 
of  the  sickly  sun,  when  his  side  is  crusted  with 
darkness,  and  he  rolls  his  dismal  course  throughout 
the  sky."  A  young  hero  exulting  in  his  strength, 
and  rushing  towai'ds  his  foes,  exclaims  :  "  My  beat- 
ing soul  is  high !  My  fame  is  bright  before  me,  like 
the  streak  of  light  on  a  cloud  when  the  broad  sun 
comes  forth,  red  traveller  of  the  sky  !  "  On  another 
occasion,  says  a  hero,  "  I  have  met  the  battle  in  my 
youth.  My  arm  could  not  lift  the  spear  when  first 
the  danger  rose  ;  but  my  soul  brightened  before  the 
war,  as  the  green  narrow  vale,  when  the  sun  pours 
his  streamy  beams,  before  he  hides  his  head  in  a 
storm ! " 

But  it  would  exceed  the  proper  bounds  of  this 
paper,  were  I  to  bring  together  all  the  passages 
which  might  illustrate  my  remarks.  Without, 
therefore,  quoting  the  beautiful  address  to  the  Sun, 
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which  finishes  tlie  second  book  of  Temora,  or  that 
at  the  beginning  of  Carricthura,  I  shall  conclude 
with  laying  before  my  readers  that  sublime  passage 
at  the  end  of  Carthon,  where  the  aged  bard,  tlirown 
into  melancholy  by  the  remembrance  of  that  hero, 
thus  pours  himself  forth  :  — 

— "  I  feel  the  sun,  O  Malvina !  leave  me  to  my 
rest.  The  beam  of  Heaven  delights  to  shine  on 
the  grave  of  Carthon  ;  I  feel  it  warm  around. 

— "  O  thou  that  rollest  above,  round  as  the  shield 
of  my  fathers  !  whence  are  thy  beams,  O  Sun  ?  thy 
everlasting  light !  Thou  comest  forth  in  thy  awful 
beauty,  and  the  stars  hide  themselves  in  the  sky ; 
the  moon,  cold  and  pale,  sinks  in  the  western  wave, 
but  thou  thyself  movest  alone ;  who  can  be  a  com- 
panion of  thy  course  ?  The  oaks  of  the  mountain 
fall ;  the  mountains  themselves  decay  with  years ; 
the  ocean  shrinks  and  grows  again ;  the  moon  her- 
self is  lost  in  Heaven ;  but  thou  Ji^t  forever  the 
same,  rejoicing  in  the  brightness  of  thy  course. 
When  the  world  is  dark  witli  tempests ;  when  thun- 
der rolls,  and  lightning  flies,  thou  lookest  in  thy 
beauty  from  the  clouds,  and  laughest  at  the  storm. 
But  to  Ossian  thou  lookest  in  vain ;  for  he  beholds 
thy  beams  no  more  ;  whether  thy  yellow  hair  flows 
on  the  eastern  clouds,  or  thou  treniblest  at  the  gates 
of  the  west.  But  thou  art,  perhaps,  like  me,  for  a 
season,  and  thy  years  will  have  an  end.  Thou 
shalt  sleep  in  thy  clouds,  careless  of  the  voice  of 
the  morning.  Exult  then,  O  Sun,  in  the  strength 
of  thy  youth !  Age  is  dark  and  unlovely ;  it  is 
like  the  glimmering  light  of  the  moon,  when  it 
shines  through  broken  clouds  ;  the  blast  of  the  north 
is  on  the  plain,  and  the  traveller  shrinks  in  the 
midst  of  his  journey." 
G 
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—  Inertibus  horis 
Ducere  solUcltce  jucunda  oblivia  vitm. 

HOR.  SAT.  ii.  6.  61. 

There  are  some  weaknesses,  which,  as  they  do 
not  strike  us  with  the  malignity  of  crimes,  and  pro- 
duce their  effects  by  imperceptible  progress,  we  are 
apt  to  consider  as  venial,  and  make  very  little 
scruple  of  indulging.  But  the  habit  which  apolo- 
gizes for  these,  is  a  mischief  of  their  own  creation, 
which  it  behooves  us  early  to  resist.  "We  give  way 
to  it  at  first,  because  it  may  be  conquered  at  any 
time ;  and,  at  last,  excuse  ourselves  from  the  con- 
test, because  it  has  grown  too  strong  to  be  over- 
come. 

Of  this  nature  is  indolence,  a  failing,  I  had  almost 
said  a  vice,  of  all  others  the  least  alarming,  yet, 
perhaps,  the  most  fatal.  Dissipation  and  intemper- 
ance are  often  the  transient  effects  of  youthful 
heat,  which  time  allays,  and  experience  overcomes ; 
but  indolence  "  grows  with  our  growth,  and  strength- 
ens with  our  strength,"  till  it  has  weakened  every 
exertion  of  public  and  private  duty ;  yet  so  seduc- 
ing, that  its  evils  are  unfelt,  and  its  errors  unre- 
pented  of. 

It  is  a  circumstance  of  peculiar  regret,  that  this 
should  often  be  the  propensity  of  delicate  and  ami- 
able   minds.      Men    unfeeling   and    unsusceptible, 
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commonly  beat  the  beaten  track  with  activity  and 
resolution ;  the  occupations  they  pursue,  and  the 
enjoyments  they  feel,  seldom  much  disappoint  the 
expectations  they  have  formed ;  but  persons  en- 
dowed with  that  nice  perception  of  pleasure  and 
pain  which  is  annexed  to  sensibility,  feel  so  much 
indescribable  uneasiness  in  their  pursuits,  and  fre- 
quently so  little  satisfaction  in  their  attainments, 
that  they  are  too  often  induced  to  sit  still,  without 
attempting  the  one  or  desiring  the  other. 

The  complaints  which  such  persons  make  of  their 
want  of  that  success  which  attends  men  of  inferior 
abilities,  are  as  unjust  as  unavailing.  It  is  from  the 
use,  not  the  possession  of  talents,  that  we  get  on  in 
life  ;  the  exertion  of  very  moderate  parts  outweighs 
the  indecision  of  the  brightest.  Men  possessed  of 
the  first,  do  things  tolerably,  and  are  satisfied ;  of 
the  last,  forbear  doing  things  well,  because  they 
have  ideas  beyond  them. 

"When  I  first  resolved  to  publish  this  paper,  I  ap- 
plied to  several  literary  friends  for  their  aid  in 
carrying  it  on.  From  one  gentleman  in  London,  I 
had,  in  particular,  very  sanguine  expectations  of 
assistance.  His  genius  and  abilities  I  had  early 
opportunities  of  knowing,  and  he  is  now  in  a  situa- 
tion most  favourable  to  such  productions,  as  he 
lives  amidst  the  great  and  the  busy  world,  without 
being  much  occupied  either  by  ambition  or  business. 
His  compositions  at  college,  when  I  first  became 
acquainted  with  him,  were  remarkable  for  elegance 
and  ingenuity ;  and,  as  I  knew  he  still  spent  much 
of  his  time  in  reading  the  best  writers,  ancient  and 
modern,  I  made  no  doubt  of  his  having  attained 
such  further  improvement  of  style,  and  extension 
of  knowledge,  as  would  render  him  a  very  valuable 
contributor  to  The  Mirror. 
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A  few  days  ago,  more  than  four  months  after  I 
had  sent  him  my  letter,  I  received  the  following 
answer  to  it :  — 

"  MY   DEAR   FRIEND, 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  look  on  the  date  of  this  letter, 
and  to  recollect  that  of  yours.  I  will  not,  however, 
add  the  sin  of  hypocrisy  to  ray  other  failings,  by  in- 
forming you,  as  is  often  done  in  such  cases,  that 
hurry  of  business,  or  want  of  health,  has  prevented 
me  from  answering  your  letter.  I  will  frankly  con- 
fess, that  I  have  had  abundance  of  leisure,  and  been 
perfectly  well  since  I  received  it;  I  can  add, 
though,  perhaps,  you  may  not  so  easily  believe  me, 
that  I  have  had  as  much  inchnation  as  opportunity ; 
but  the  truth  is,  you  know  my  weakness  that  way, 
I  have  wished,  resolved,  and  re-resolved  to  write,  as 
I  do  by  many  other  things,  without  the  power  of 
accomplishing  it.  That  disease  of  indolence,  which 
you  and  my  other  companions  used  to  laugh  at, 
grows  stronger  and  stronger  upon  me ;  my  symp- 
toms, indeed,  are  mortal ;  for  I  begin  now  to  lose 
the  power  of  struggling  against  the  malady,  some- 
times to  shut  my  ears  against  self-admonition,  and 
admit  of  it  as  a  lawful  indulgence. 

"  Your  letter,  acquainting  me  of  the  design  of 
publishing  a  periodical  paper,  and  asking  my  as- 
sistance in  carrying  it  on,  found  me  in  one  of  the 
paroxysms  of  my  disorder.  The  fit  seemed  to  give 
way  to  the  call  of  friendship.  I  got  up  from  my 
easy-chair,  walked  two  or  three  turns  through  the 
room,  read  your  letter  again,  looked  at  the  Spec- 
tators, which  stood,  neatly  bound  in  gilt,  in  the  front 
of  my  book-press,  called  for  pen,  ink,  and  paper, 
and  sat  down,  in  the  fervour  of  imagination,  ready 
to  combat   vice,  to   encourage  virtue,  to  form  the 
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manners,  and  to  regulate  the  taste  of  millions  of  my 
fellow-subjects.  A  field  fruitful  and  unbounded  lay- 
before  me ;  I  began  to  speculate  on  the  prevailing 
vices  and  reigning  follies  of  the  times,  the  thousand 
to{Jics  which  might  arise  for  declamation,  satire, 
ridicule,  and  humour ;  the  picture  of  manners,  the 
shades  of  character,  the  delicacies  of  sentiment.  I 
was  bewildered  amidst  this  multitude  and  variety  of 
subjects,  and  sat  dreaming  over  the  redundancy  of 
matter  and  the  ease  of  writing,  till  the  morning  was 
spent,  and  my  servant  announced  dinner. 

"I  arose,  satisfied  with  having  thought  much 
and  laid  in  store  for  writing  much  on  subjects  proper 
for  your  paper.  I  dined,  if  you  will  allow  me  the 
expression,  in  company  with  those  thoughts,  and 
drank  half  a  bottle  of  wine  after  dinner  to  our 
better  acquaintance.  When  my  man  took  away, 
I  returned  to  my  study,  sat  down  at  my  writing- 
table,  folded  my  paper  into  proper  margins,  wrote 
the  word  Mirror  a-top,  and  filling  my  pen  again, 
drew  up  the  curtain,  and  prepared  to  delineate 
the  scene  before  me.  But  I  found  things  not 
quite  in  the  situation  I  had  left  them  ;  the  groups 
were  more  confused,  the  figures  less  striking,  the 
colours  less  vivid,  than  I  had  seen  them  before  din- 
ner. I  continued,  however,  to  look  on  them  —  I 
know  not  how  long ;  for  I  was  waked  from  a  very 
sound  nap,  at  half  an  hour  past  six,  by  Peter  ask- 
ing me,  if  I  chose  to  drink  coiiee. 

"  I  Avas  ashamed  and  vexed  at  the  situation  in 
which  he  found  me.  I  drank  my  first  dish  i-ather 
out  of  humour  with  myself;  but,  during  the  second, 
I  began  to  account  for  it  from  natural  causes  ;  and, 
before  the  third  was  finished,  had  resolved  that  study 
was  improper  after  repletion,  and  concluded  the 
evenino;    with  the  adventures  of  one  of  the  thre« 
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Calenders,  out  of  the  Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments. 

"  For  all  this  arrear,  I  drew,  resolutely,  on  to- 
morrow, and  after  breakfast  pi'epared  myself  ac- 
cordingly. I  had  actually  gone  so  far  as  to  write 
three  introductory  sentences,  all  of  which  I  burnt, 
and  was  just  blacking  the  letter  T.  for  the  begin- 
ning of  a  fourth,  when  Peter  opened  the  door,  and 
announced  a  gentleman,  an  old  acquaintance,  whom 
I  had  not  seen  for  a  considerable  time.  After  he 
had  sat  with  me  for  more  than  an  hour,  he  rose  to 
go  away ;  I  pulled  out  my  watch,  and  I  will  fairly 
own  I  was  not  sorry  to  find  it  within  a  few  minutes 
of  one  ;  so  I  gave  up  the  morning  for  lost,  and  in- 
vited myself  to  accompany  my  friend  in  some  visits 
he  proposed  making.  Our  tour  concluded  in  a 
dinner  at  a  tavern,  whence  we  repaired  to  the  play, 
and  did  not  part  till  midnight.  I  went  to  bed  with- 
out much  self-reproach,  by  considering  that  inter- 
course with  the  world  fits  a  man  for  reforming  it. 

"I  need  not  go  through  every  day  of  the  subse- 
quent month,  during  which  I  remained  in  town, 
though  there  seldom  passed  one  that  did  not  remind 
me  of  what  I  owed  to  your  friendship.  It  is  enough 
to  tell  you,  that  during  the  first  fortnight,  I  always 
found  some  apology  for  delaying  the  execution  of 
my  purpose  ;  and,  dui'ing  the  last,  contented  myself 
with  the  prospect  of  the  leisure  I  should  soon  enjoy 
in  the  country,  to  which  I  was  invited  by  a  relation 
to  spend  some  time  with  him  previous  to  his  coming 
to  town  for  the  winter.  I  arrived  at  his  house 
about  the  middle  of  December.  I  looked  on  his 
fields,  his  walks,  and  his  woods,  which  the  extreme 
mildness  of  the  season  had  still  left  in  the  garb  of 
Thomson's  philosophic  melancholy,  as  scenes  full  of 
inspiration,  in  which   Genius  might  try  her  wings, 
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and  Wisdom  meditate  without  interruption.  But  I 
am  obliged  to  own,  that,  though  I  have  walked 
there  many  a  time  ;  though  my  fancy  was  warmed 
with  the  scene,  and  shot  out  into  a  thousand  ex- 
cursions over  the  regions  of  romance,  of  melancholy, 
of  sentiment,  of  humour,  of  criticism,  and  of  science, 
she  returned,  like  the  first  messenger  of  Noah,  with- 
out having  found  a  resting-place;  and  I  have,  at 
last,  strolled  back  to  the  house,  where  I  sat  listless 
in  my  chamber,  with  the  irksome  consciousness  of 
some  unperformed  resolution,  from  which  I  was 
glad  to  be  relieved  by  a  summons  to  billiards,  or  a 
call  to  dinner. 

"  Thus  have  I  returned  to  town,  as  unprofitable 
in  the  moments  of  solitude  and  retirement,  as  in 
those  of  business  or  society.  Do  not  smile  at  the 
word  business  ;  what  would  be  idleness  to  you,  is  to 
me  very  serious  employment ;  besides,  you  know 
very  well,  that  to  be  idle,  is  often  to  be  least  at 
leisure.  I  am  now  almost  hardy  enough  to  lay 
aside  altogether  my  resolution  of  writing  in  your 
paper ;  but  I  find  that  resolution  a  sort  of  bond 
against  me,  till  you  are  good  enough  to  cancel  it, 
by  saying,  you  do  not  expect  me  to  write.  I  have 
made  a  more  than  ordinary  effort  to  give  you  this 
sincere  account  of  my  attempts  to  assist  you.  I  have 
at  least  the  consolation  of  thinking  that  you  will  not 
need  my  assistance.  Believe  me,  with  all  my 
failings, 

"  Most  sincerely  and  affectionately  yours, 


P.  S.  I  have  just  now  learned,  by  accident,  that 
my  nephew,  a  lad  of  fifteen,  who  is  come  to  town 
from  Harrow  school,  and  lives  at  present  with  me, 
having  seen  one  of  your  numbers  about  a  week  ago, 
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has   already  written,  and  intends  transmitting  you 
a  political  essay,   signed   Aristides,  a  pastoral   sub- 
scribed X.  Y.,  and  an  acrostic  on  Miss  E.  M.  with- 
out a  signature. 
V 
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Doctrina  sed  vim  jyromovet  insitam, 
Rectique  culius  pecioi-a  roborant. 

HOR.   CAR.  iv.  4.  83. 

However  widely  the  thinking  part  of  mankind 
may  have  differed  as  to  the  proper  mode  of  eon- 
ducting  education,  they  have  always  been  unani- 
mous in  their  opinion  of  its  importance.  The  out- 
ward effects  of  it  are  observed  by  the  most  inatten- 
tive. They  know,  that  the  clown  and  the  dancing- 
master  are  the  same  from  the  hand  of  nature  ;  and, 
although  a  little  further  reflection  is  necessary  to 
perceive  the  effects  of  culture  on  the  internal  senses, 
it  cannot  be  disputed  that  the  mind,  like  the  body, 
when  arrived  at  firmness  and  maturity,  retains  the 
impressions  it  received  in  a  more  pliant  and  tender 
age. 

The  greatest  part  of  mankind,  born  to  labour  for 
their  subsistence,  are  fixed  in  habits  of  industry  by 
the  iron  hand  of  necessity.  They  have  little  time 
or  opportunity  for  the  cultivation  of  the  understand- 
ing ;  the  errors  and  immoralities  in  their  conduct, 
that  flow  from  the  want  of  those   sentiments  which 
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education  is  intended  to  produce,  will,  on  that  ac- 
count, meet  with  indulgence  from  every  benevolent 
mind.  But  those  who  are  placed  in  a  conspicuous 
station,  whose  vices  become  more  complicated  and 
destructive,  by  the  abuse  of  knowledge,  and  the 
misapplication  of  improved  talents,  have  no  title  to 
the  same  indulgence.  Their  guilt  is  heightened  by 
the  rank  and  fortune  which  protect  them  from  pun- 
ishment, and  which,  in  some  degree,  preserve  them 
from  that  infamy  their  conduct  has  merited. 

I  hold  it,  then,  uncontrovertible,  that  the  higher 
the  rank,  the  more  urgent  is  the  necessity  for  stor- 
ing the  mind  with  the  principles,  and  directing  the 
passions  to  the  practice,  of  public  and  private  virtue. 
Perhaps  it  might  not  be  impossible  to  form  plans  of 
education,  to  lay  down  rules,  and  contrive  institu- 
tions, for  the  instruction  of  youth  of  all  ranks,  that 
would  have  a  general  influence  upon  manners.  But 
this  is  an  attempt  too  arduous  for  a  private  hand ; 
it  can  be  expected  only  from  the  great  council  of 
the  nation,  when  they  shall  be  pleased  to  apply  their 
experienced  wisdom  and  penetration  to  so  material 
an  object,  which,  in  some  future  period,  may  be 
found  not  less  deserving  their  attention  than  those 
important  debates  in  which  they  are  frequently  en- 
gaged, which  they  conduct  with  an  elegance,  a  deco- 
rum, and  a  public  spirit,  becoming  the  incorrupted, 
disinterested,  virtuous  representatives  of  a  great  and 
flourishing  people. 

While  in  expectation  of  this,  perhaps  distant,  era, 
I  hope  it  will  not  be  unacceptable  to  my  readers  to 
suggest  some  hints  that  may  be  useful  in  the  educa- 
tion of  the  gentleman,  to  try  if  it  be  not  possible  to 
form  an  alliance  between  the  virtues  and  the  graces, 
the  man  and  the  citizen,  and  produce  a  being  less 
dishonourable  to    the  species   than  the  courtier  of 


NO.    15.  MIRROR.  97 

Lord  Chesterfield,  and  more  useful  to  society  than 
the  savage  of  Rousseau. 

The  sagacious  Locke,  toward  the  end  of  the  last 
century,  gave  to  the  public  some  thoughts  on  edu- 
cation, the  general  merit  of  which  leaves  room  to 
regret  that  he  did  not  find  time,  as  he  seemed  once 
to  have  intended,  to  revise  what  he  had  written,  and 
give  a  complete  treatise  on  the  subject.  But,  with 
all  the  veneration  I  feel  for  that  great  man,  and  all 
the  respect  that  is  due  to  him,  I  cannot  help  being 
of  opinion,  that  some  of  his  observations  have  laid 
the  foundation  of  that  defective  system  of  education, 
the  fatal  consequences  of  which  are  so  well  de- 
scribed by  my  correspondent  in  the  letter  published 
in  my  fourth  number.  Mr.  Locke,  sensible  of  the 
labyrinth  with  which  the  pedantry  of  the  learned 
had  surrounded  all  the  avenues  to  science,  suc- 
cessfully employed  the  strength  of  his  genius  to 
trace  knowledge  to  her  source,  and  point  out  the 
direct  road  to  succeeding  generations.  Disgusted 
with  the  schoolmen,  he,  from  a  prejudice  to  which 
even  great  minds  are  liable,  seems  to  have  con- 
tracted a  dislike  to  every  thing  they  taught,  and 
even  to  the  languages  in  which  they  wrote.  He 
scruples  not  to  speak  of  grammar  as  unnecessaiy  to 
the  perfect  knowledge  either  of  the  dead  or  living 
languages,  and  to  atfirni  that  a  part  of  the  years 
thrown  away  in  the  study  of  Greek  and  Latin, 
would  be  better  employed  in  learning  the  trades  of 
gardeners  and  turners  ;  as  if  it  were  a  fitter  and 
more  useful  recreation  for  a  gentleman  to  plant 
potatoes,  and  to  make  chess-boards  and  snuflfboxes, 
than  to  study  the  beauties  of  Cicero  and  Homer. 

It  will  be  allowed  by  all,  that  the  great  purpose 
of  education  is  to  form  the  man  and  the  citizen,  that 
he  may  be  virtuous,  happy  in  himself,  and  useful  to 
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society.  To  attain  this  end,  his  education  should 
begin,  as  it  were,  from  his  birth,  and  be  continued 
till  he  arrive  at  firmness  and  maturity  of  mind,  as 
well  as  of  body.  Sincerity,  truth,  justice,  and  hu- 
manity, are  to  be  cultivated  from  the  first  dawnings 
of  memory  and  observation.  As  the  powers  of  these 
increase,  the  genius  and  disposition  unfold  them- 
selves ;  it  then  becomes  necessary  to  check,  in  the 
bud,  every  propensity  to  folly  or  to  vice  ;  to  root 
out  eveiy  mean,  selfish,  and  ungenerous  sentiment ; 
to  warm  and  animate  the  heart  in  the  pursuit  of  vir- 
tue and  honour.  The  experience  of  ages  has  hith- 
erto discovered  no  surer  method  of  giving  right  im- 
pressions to  young  minds,  than  by  frequently  ex- 
hibiting to  them  those  bright  examples  which  history 
affords,  and  by  that  means,  inspiring  them  with 
those  sentiments  of  public  and  private  virtue  which 
breathe  in  the  writings  of  the  sages  of  antiquity. 

In  this  view,  I  have  ever  considered  the  acquisi- 
tion of  the  dead  languages  as  a  most  important 
branch  in  the  education  of  a  gentleman.  Not  to 
mention  that  the  slowness  with  which  he  acquires 
them,  prevents  his  memory  from  being  loaded  with 
facts  faster  than  his  growing  reason  can  compare 
and  distinguish,  he  becomes  acquainted,  by  degrees, 
with  the  virtuous  characters  of  ancient  times  ;  he 
admires  their  justice,  temperance,  fortitude,  and 
public  spirit,  and  burns  with  a  desire  to  imitate 
them.  The  impressions  these  have  made,  and  the 
restraints  to  which  he  has  been  accustomed,  serve 
as  a  check  to  the  many  tumultuous  passions  which 
the  ideas  of  religion  alone  would,  at  that  age,  be 
unable  to  control.  Every  victory  he  obtains  over 
himself  serves  as  a  new  guard  to  virtue.  When  he 
errs,  he  becomes  sensible  of  his  weakness,  which,  at 
the  same  time  that  it  teaches  him  moderation,  and 
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forgiveness  to  others,  shows  the  necessity  of  keeping 
a  stricter  watch  over  his  ov/n  actions.  During  these 
combats,  his  reasoning  faculties  expand,  his  judg- 
ment strengthens,  and,  while  he  becomes  acquainted 
with  the  corruptions  of  the  world,  he  fixes  himself 
in  the  practice  of  virtue. 

A  man  thus  educated,  enters  upon  the  theatre  of 
the  world  with  many  and  great  advantages.  Ac- 
customed to  reflection,  acquainted  with  human  na- 
ture, the  strength  of  virtue,  and  depravity  of  vice, 
he  can  trace  actions  to  their  source,  and  be  enabled, 
in  the  affairs  of  life,  to  avail  himself  of  the  wisdom 
and  experience  of  past  ages. 

Very  different  is  the  modern  plan  of  education 
followed  by  many,  especially  with  the  children  of 
persons  in  superior  rank.  They  are  introduced  into 
the  world  almost  from  their  very  infancy.  In  place 
of  having  their  minds  stored  with  the  bright  ex- 
amples of  antiquity,  or  those  of  modern  times,  the 
first  knowledge  they  acquire  is  of  the  vices  with 
which  they  are  surrounded ;  and  they  learn  what 
mankind  are,  without  ever  knowing  what  they  ought 
to  be.  Possessed  of  no  sentiment  of  virtue,  of  no 
social  affection,  they  indulge,  to  the  utmost  of  their 
abihty,  the  gratification  of  every  selfish  appetite, 
without  any  other  restraint  than  what  self-interest 
dictates.  In  men  thus  educated,  youth  is  not  the 
season  of  virtue ;  they  have  contracted  the  cold  in- 
difference and  all  the  vices  of  age,  long  before  they 
arrive  at  manhood.  If  they  attain  to  the  great 
offices  of  the  state,  they  become  ministers  as  void  of 
knowledge  as  of  principle  ;  equally  regardless  of  the 
national  honour  as  of  their  own,  their  system  of  gov- 
ernment, if  it  can  be  called  a  system,  looks  not 
beyond  the  present  moment,  and  any  apparent  ex- 
ertions for  the  public  good,  are  meant  only  as  props 
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to  support  themselves  in  office.  In  the  field,  at  the 
head  of  armies,  indifferent  as  to  the  fate  of  their 
fellow-soldiers,  or  of  their  country,  they  make  their 
power  the  minister  of  their  pleasures.  If  the  wis- 
dom of  their  sovereign  should,  happily  for  himself 
and  his  countr}'',  shut  them  out  from  his  councils, 
should  they  be  confined  to  a  private  station,  finding 
no  entertainment  in  their  own  breasts,  as  void  of 
friends  as  incapable  of  friendship,  they  sink  reflec- 
tion in  a  life  of  dissipation. 

If  the  probable  consequences  of  those  different 
modes  of  education  be  such  as  I  have  mentioned, 
there  can  be  little  doubt  to  which  the  preference  be- 
longs, even  though  that  which  is  preferred  should 
be  less  conducive  than  its  opposite  to  those  elegant 
accomplishments  which  decorate  society.  But,  upon 
examination,  I  believe  even  this  objection  will  van- 
ish ;  for,  although  I  willingly  admit,  that  a  certain 
degree  of  pedantry  is  inseparable  from  the  learning 
of  tlie  divine,  the  physician,  or  the  lawyer,  which  a 
late  commerce  with  the  world  is  unable  to  wear  of, 
yet  learning  is,  in  no  respect,  inconsistent,  either 
with  that  graceful  ease  and  elegance  of  address  pe- 
culiar to  men  of  fashion,  or  with  what,  in  modern 
phrase,  is  called  knowledge  of  the  world.  The  man 
of  superior  accomplishments  will,  indeed,  be  indif- 
ferent about  many  things  which  are  the  chief  objects 
of  attention  to  the  modern  fine  gentleman.  To  con- 
form to  all  the  minute  changes  of  the  mode,  to  be 
admired  for  the  gaudiness  of  his  equipage,  to  boast 
of  his  success  in  intrigue,  or  publish  favours  he 
never  received,  will,  to  him,  appear  frivolous  and 
dishonourable. 

As  many  of  the  bad  effects  of  the  present  system 
of  education  may  be  attributed  to  a  premature  in- 
troduction into  the  world,  I  shall  conclude  this  paper, 
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by  reminding  those  parents  and  guardians  who  are 
so  anxious  to  bring  their  children  and  pupils  early 
into  public  life,  that  one  of  the  finest  gentlemen,  the 
brightest  geniuses,  the  most  useful  and  best  informed 
citizens  of  which  antiquity  has  left  us  an  example, 
did  not  think  himself  qualified  to  appear  in  public 
till  the  age  of  twenty-six,  and  continued  his  studies, 
for  some  years  after,  under  the  eminent  teachers  of 
Greece  and  Rome. 
H 
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0  prima  vera  gioventu  de  I'anno, 

Bella  madre  di  Jiori, 

D^erbe  novelle,  e  di  noveUi  amori  ; 

Tu  torni  ben,  ma  teco 

No  tornano  i  sereni 

E  fortunati  di  de  le  7nie  gioie.  guarini. 

The  effects  of  the  return  of  Spring  have  been 
frequently  remarked,  as  well  in  relation  to  the  hu- 
man mind,  as  to  the  animal  and  vegetable  world. 
The  reviving  power  of  this  season  has  been  traced 
from  the  fields  to  the  herds  that  inhabit  them,  and 
from  the  lower  classes  of  beings  up  to  man.  Glad- 
ness and  joy  are  described  as  prevailing  through 
universal  nature,  animating  the  low  of  the  cattle, 
the  carol  of  the  birds,  and  the  pipe  of  the  shep- 
herd. 

I  know  not  if  it  be  from  a  singular,  or  a  censu- 
rable disposition,  that  I  have  often  felt   in  ray  own 
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mind  something  very  different  from  this  gayety,  sup- 
posed to  be  the  inseparable  attendant  of  the  vernal 
scene.  Amidst  the  returning  verdure  of  the  earth, 
the  mildness  of  the  air,  and  the  serenity  of  the  sky, 
I  have  found  a  still  and  quiet  melancholy  take  pos- 
session of  my  soul,  which  the  beauty  of  the  land- 
scape, and  the  melody  of  the  birds,  rather  soothed 
than  overcame. 

Perhaps  some  reason  may  be  given  why  this  sort 
of  feeling  should  prevail  over  the  mind,  in  those 
moments  of  deeper  pensiveness  to  which  every 
thinking  mind  is  liable,  more  at  this  time  of  the  year 
than  at  any  other.  Spring,  as  the  renewal  of  ver- 
dure and  of  vegetation,  becomes  naturally  the  season 
of  remembrance.  We  are  surrounded  with  objects 
new  only  in  their  revival,  but  which  we  acknowledge 
as  our  acquaintances  in  the  years  that  are  past.  Win- 
ter, which  stopped  the  progression  of  nature,  re- 
moved them  from  us  for  awhile,  and  we  meet,  like 
friends  long  parted,  with  emotions  rather  of  tender- 
ness than  of  gayety. 

This  train  of  ideas  once  awakened,  memory  follows 
over  a  very  extensive  field.  And,  in  such  a  disposi- 
tion of  mind,  objects  of  cheerfulness  and  delight  are, 
from  those  very  qualities,  the  most  adapted  to  inspire 
that  milder  sort  of  sadness  which,  in  the  language 
of  our  native  bard,  is  "  pleasant  and  mournful  to  the 
soul."  They  will  inspire  this,  not  only  from  the 
recollection  of  the  past,  but  from  the  prospect  of  the 
future ;  as  an  anxious  parent,  amidst  the  sportive 
gayety  of  the  child,  often  thinks  of  the  cares  of 
manhood  and  the  sorrows  of  age. 

This  effect  will,  at  least,  be  commonly  felt  by  per- 
sons who  have  lived  long  enough  to  see,  and  had 
reflection  enough  to  observe  the  vicissitudes  of  life. 
Even  those  who  have  never  experienced  severe  ca- 
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lamities,  will  find,  in  the  review  of  their  years,  a 
thousand  instances  of  feUacious  promises  and  disap- 
pointed hopes.  The  dream  of  childhood,  and  the 
project  of  youth,  have  vanished  to  give  place  to  sen- 
sations of  a  very  different  kind.  In  the  peace  and 
beauty  of  the  rural  scene  which  Spring  first  unfolds 
to  us,  we  are  apt  to  i-ecall  the  former  state,  with  an 
exaggerated  idea  of  its  happiness,  and  to  feel  the 
present  with  increased  dissatisfaction. 

But  the  pencil  of  memory  stops  not  with  the  rep- 
resentation of  ourselves  ;  it  traces  also  the  compan- 
ions and  friends  of  our  early  days,  and  marks  the 
changes  which  they  have  undergone.  It  is  a  dizzy 
sort  of  recollection  to  think  over  the  names  of  our 
school-fellows,  and  to  consider  how  very  few  of  them 
the  maze  of  accidents,  and  the  sweep  of  time,  have 
left  within  our  reach.  This,  however,  is  less  pointed 
'than  the  reflection  on  the  fate  of  those  whom  affinity 
or  friendship  linked  to  our  side,  whom  distance  of 
place,  premature  death,  or,  sometimes  not  a  less 
painful  consideration,  estrangement  of  affection,  has 
disjoined  from  us  forever. 

I  am  not  sure  if  the  disposition  to  reflections  of 
this  sort  be  altogether  a  safe  or  a  proper  one.  I  am 
aware,  that,  if  too  much  indulged,  or  allowed  to 
become  habitual,  it  may  disqualify  the  mind  for  the 
more  active  and  bustling  scenes  of  life,  and  unfit  it 
for  the  enjoyments  of  ordinary  society ;  but,  in  a 
certain  degree,  I  am  persuaded  it  may  be  found  use- 
fuL  We  are  all  of  us  too  little  inclined  to  look  into 
our  own  minds,  all  apt  to  put  too  high  a  value  on  the 
things  of  this  life.  But  a  man  under  the  impres- 
sions I  have  described,  will  be  led  to  look  into  him- 
self, and  will  see  the  vanity  of  setting  his  heart 
upon  external  enjoyment.  He  will  feel  nothing  of 
that  unsocial  spirit  which  gloomy  and  ascetic  sever- 
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ities  inspire ;  but  the  gentle,  and  not  unpleasing 
melancholy  that  will  be  diffused  over  his  soul,  will 
fill  it  with  a  calm  and  sweet  benevolence,  will 
elevate  him  much  above  any  mean  or  selfish  pas- 
sion. It  will  teach  him  to  look  upon  the  rest  of  the 
world  as  his  brethren,  travelling  the  same  road,  and 
subject  to  the  like  calamities  with  himself;  it  will 
prompt  his  wish  to  alleviate  and  assuage  the  bitter- 
ness of  their  sufferings,  and  extinguish  in  his  heart 
every  sentiment  of  malevolence  or  of  envy. 

Amidst  the  tide  of  pleasure  which  flows  on  a 
mind  of  little  sensibility,  there  may  be  much  social 
joy  without  any  social  affection ;  but,  in  a  heart  of 
the  mould  I  allude  to  above,  though  the  joy  may  be 
less,  there  will,  I  believe,  be  more  happiness  and 
more  virtue. 

It  is  rarely  from  the  precepts  of  the  moralist,  or 
the  mere  sense  of  duty,  that  we  acquire  the  virtues 
of  gentleness,  disinterestedness,  benevolence,  and 
humanity.  The  feelings  must  be  won,  as  well  as  the 
reason  convinced,  before  men  change  their  conduct. 
To  them  the  world  addresses  itself,  and  is  heard ; 
it  offers  pleasure  to  the  present  hour;  and  the 
promise  of  satisfaction  in  the  future  is  too  often 
preached  in  vain.  But  he  who  can  feel  that  luxury 
of  pensive  tenderness  of  which  I  have  given  some 
faint  sketches  in  this  paper,  will  not  easily  be  won 
from  the  pride  of  virtue,  and  the  dignity  of  thought, 
to  the  inordinate  gratifications  of  vice  or  the  intem- 
perate amusements  of  folly. 
V 
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Insanit  veieres  staiuas  Damasippiis  emendo. 

HOK.  SAT.  ii.  3.  64. 

"  TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  MIRROR. 


"  As  1  am  persuaded  that  you  will  not  think  it 
without  ihe  province  of  a  work  such  as  yours,  to 
throw  yotr  eye  sometimes  upon  the  inferior  ranks 
of  life,  vvtere  there  is  any  error  that  calls  loud  for 
amendment,  I  will  make  no  apology  for  sending  you 
the  follow ng  narrative. 

"  I  was  married,  about  five  years  ago,  to  a  young 
man  in  a  good  way  of  business  as  a  grocer,  whose 
character,  for  sobriety  and  diligence  in  his  trade, 
was  such  as  to  give  me  the  assurance  of  a  very 
comfortabb  estabHshment  in  the  mean  time,  and,  in 
case  Provxlence  should  bless  us  with  children,  the 
prospect  of  making  a  tolerable  provision  for  them. 
For  three  fears  after  our  marriage  there  never  Avas 
a  happier  (ouple.  Our  shop  was  so  well  frequented, 
as  to  requi'e  the  constant  attendance  of  both  of  us ; 
and,  as  it  wis  my  greatest  pleasure  to  see  the  cheerful 
activity  of  my  husband,  and  the  obliging  attention 
which  he  showed  to  every  customer,  he  has  often 
during  tha;  happy  time,  declared  to  me,  that  the 
sight  of  m;  face  behind  the  counter,  though  indeed, 
Sir,  my  locks  are  but  homely,  made  him  think  his 
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humble  condition  far  more  blessed  than  that  of  the 
wealthiest  of  our  r.eighbours,  whose  possessions 
deprived  them  of  the  high  satisfaction  of  purchising, 
by  their  daily  labour,  the  comfort  and  happinass  of 
a  beloved  object. 

"In  the  evenings,  after  our  small  repast,  which, 
if  the  day  had  been  more  than  usually  basy,  we 
sometimes  ventured  to  finish  with  a  glass  or  two  of 
punch,  while  my  husband  was  constantly  engaged 
with  his  books  and  accounts,  it  was  my  employment 
to  sit  by  his  side  knitting,  and,  at  the  same  time,  to 
tend  the  cradle  of  our  first  child,  a  girl,  wl?o  is  now 
a  fine  prattling  creature  of  four  years  of  age,  and 
begins  already  to  give  me  some  little  assistance  in 
the  care  of  her  younger  brother  and  sister. 

"  Such  was  the  picture  of  our  little  "amily,  in 
which  we  once  enjoyed  all  the  happiness  that  virtu- 
ous industry,  and  the  most  perfect  affeition,  can 
bestow.  But  those  pleasing  dnys,  Mr.  Mirror,  are 
now  at  an  end. 

''  The  sources  of  unhappiness  in  my  siuation  are 
very  different  from  those  of  other  unfortvnate  mar- 
ried persons.  It  is  not  of  my  husband's  idleness  or 
extravagance,  his  ill-nature  or  his  avaiice,  that  I 
have  to  complain ;  neither  are  we  unlappy  from 
any  decrease  of  affection,  or  disagreement  in  our 
opinions.  But  I  will  not,  Sir,  keep  yoi  longer  in 
suspense.  In  short,  it  is  my  misforture  that  my 
husband  is  become  a  Man  of  Taste. 

"  The  first  symptom  of  this  malady,  hv  it  is  now 
become  a  disease  indeed,  manifested  itseF,  as  I  have 
said,  about  two  years  ago,  when  it  was  my  husband's 
ill-luck  to  receive  one  day  from  a  custoner,  in  pay- 
ment of  a  pound  of  sugar,  a  crooked  pieie  of  silver, 
which  he,  at  first,  mistook  for  a  shilling  but  found, 
on  examination,  to   have  some  strangt  charactei's 
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upon  it,  which  neither  of  us  could  make  any  thing 
of.  An  acquaintance  coming  in,  who,  it  seems,  had 
some  knowledge  of  those  matters,  declared  it  at  once 
to  be  a  very  curious  coin  of  Alexander  the  Third  ; 
and,  affirming  that  he  knew  a  virtuoso  who  would 
be  extremely  glad  to  be  possessed  of  it,  bid  him  half. 
a  guinea  for  it  upon  the  spot.  My  poor  husband, 
who  knew  as  little  of  Alexander  the  Third,  as  of 
Alexander  the  Great,  or  his  other  namesake,  the 
Coppersmith,  was  nevertheless  persuaded,  from  the 
extent  of  the  oifer,  and  the  opinion  he  had  of  his 
friend's  discernment,  that  he  was  possessed  of  a  very 
valuable  curiosity ;  and  in  this  he  was  fully  con- 
firmed, when,  on  showing  it  to  the  virtuoso  above 
mentioned,  he  was  immediately  offered  triple  the 
former  sum.  This  too  was  rejected,  and  the  crooked 
coin  was  now  judged  to  be  inestimable.  It  would 
tire  your  patience,  Mr.  Mirror,  to  describe  mi- 
nutely the  progress  of  my  husband's  delirium.  The 
neighbours  soon  heard  of  our  acquisition,  and  flocked 
to  be  indulged  with  a  sight  of  it.  Others  who  had 
valuable  curiosities  of  the  same  kind,  but  who  were 
prudent  enough  not  to  reckon  them  quite  beyond  all 
price,  were,  by  much  entreaty,  prevailed  on  by  my 
husband  to  exchange  them  for  guineas,  half  guineas, 
and  crown  pieces  ;  so  that,  in  about  a  month's  time, 
he  could  boast  of  being  possessed  of  twenty  pieces, 
all  of  inestimable  value,  which  cost  him  only  the 
trifling  sum  of  18/.  12s.  6d. 

"  But  the  malady  did  not  rest  here  ;  it  is  a  dread- 
ful thing,  Mr.  Mirror,  to  get  a  taste.  It  ranges 
from  'heaven  above,  to  the  earth  beneath,  and  to 
the  waters  under  the  earth.'  Every  production  of 
nature  or  of  art,  remarkable  either  for  beauty 
or  deformity,  but  particulai'ly  if  either  scarce  or  old, 
is  now  the  object  of  my  husband's  avidity.  The  profits 
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of  our  business,  once  considerable,  but  now  daily 
diminishing,  are  expended,  not  only  on  coins,  but  on 
shells,  lumps  of  different  coloured  stones,  dried  but- 
terflies, old  pictures,  ragged  books,  and  worm-eaten 
parchments. 

"  Our  house,  which  it  was  once  my  highest  pleas- 
ure to  keep  in  order,  it  would  be  now  equally  vain 
to  attempt  cleaning  as  the  ark  of  Noah.  The  chil- 
dren's bed  is  supplied  by  an  Indian  canoe ;  and  the 
poor  little  creatures  sleep  three  of  them  in  a  ham- 
mock, slung  up  to  the  roof  between  a  stuffed  croco- 
dile and  the  skeleton  of  a  calf  with  two  heads.  Even 
the  commodities  of  our  shop  have  been  turned  out 
to  make  room  for  trash  and  vermin.  Kites,  owls, 
and  bats,  are  perched  upon  the  top  of  our  shelves  ; 
and  it  was  but  yesterday,  that,  putting  my  hand 
into  a  glass  jar  that  used  to  contain  pickles,  I  laid 
hold  of  a  large  tarantula  in  place  of  a  mangoe. 

"  In  the  bitterness  of  my  soul,  Mr.  Mirror,  I 
have  been  often  tempted  to  revenge  myself  on  the 
objects  of  my  husband's  frenzy,  by  burning,  smash- 
ing, and  destroying  them  without  mercy  ;  but,  be- 
sides that  such  violent  procedure  might  have  effects 
too  dreadful  upon  a  brain  which,  I  fear,  is  already 
much  unsettled,  I  could  not  take  such  a  course, 
without  being  guilty  of  a  fraud  to  our  creditors, 
several  of  whom  will,  I  believe,  sooner  or  later, 
find  it  their  only  means  of  reimbursement,  to  take 
back  each  man  his  own  monsters. 

"  Meantime,  Sir,  as  my  husband  constantly  pe- 
ruses your  paper,  one  instance  of  his  taste  which  I 
cannot  object  to,  I  have  some  small  hopes  that  a 
good  effect  may  be  produced  by  giving  him  a  fair 
view  of  himself  in  your  moral  looking-glass.  If 
such  should  be  the  happy  consequence  of  your  pub- 
lishing this  letter,  you  shall  have  the  sincerest  thanks 
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of  a   grateful  heart,  from    your   now    disconsolate 
humble  servant,  "  Rebecca  Prune."  * 

I  cannot  help  expressing  my  suspicion  that  Mrs. 
Rebecca  Prune  has  got  somebody  to  write  her  let- 
ter. If  she  wrote  it  herself,  I  am  afraid  it  may  be 
thought  that  the  grocer's  wife,  who  is  so  knowing 
in  what  she  describes,  and  can  joke  so  learnedly  on 
her  spouse's  ignorance  of  the  three  Alexanders,  has 
not  much  reason  to  comj^lain  of  her  husband  being 
a  man  of  taste. 

Her  case,  however,  is  truly  distressful,  and  in 
the  particular  species  of  her  husband's  disorder, 
rather  uncommon.  The  taste  of  a  man  in  his  sta- 
tion generally  looks  for  some  reputation  from  his 
neighbours  and  the  world,  and  walks  out  of  doors  to 
show  itself  to  both. 

I  remember,  a  good  many  years  ago,  to  have 
visited  the  villa  of  a  citizen  of  Bath,  who  had  made 
a  considerable  fortune  by  the  profession  of  a  toyman 
in  that  city.  It  was  curious  to  observe  how  much 
he  had  carried  the  ideas  of  his  trade  into  his  house 
and  grounds,  if  such  might  be  called  a  kind  of 
Gothic  building,  of  about  18  feet  by  12,  and  an  inclos- 
ure,  somewhat  short  of  an  acre.  The  first  had 
only  a  i'ew  closets  within ;  but  it  made  a  most  gal- 
lant and  warlike  show  without.  It  had  turrets 
about  the  size  of  the  king  at  ninepins,  and  battle- 
ments like  the  side  crust  of  a  Christmas  goose-pie. 
'J'o  complete  the  appearance  of  a  castle,  we  entered 
by  a  drawbridge,  which,  in  construction  and  dimen- 
sions, exactly  resembled  the  lid  of  a  travelling- 
trunk.  To  the  right  of  the  house  was  a  puddle, 
which,  however,  was  dignified  with  the  name  of  a 

*  The  foregoing  letter  was  written  by  Mr.  Fraser  Tytler,  now 
Lord  WoocUiouselee  ;  and  the  rest  of  the  paper  by  Mr.  Maclienzie. 
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harbour,  defended  by  two  redoubts,  under  cover  of 
which  lay  a  vessel  of  the  size  of  an  ordinary  bath- 
ing tub,  mounting  a  parcel  of  old  toothpick-cases, 
fitted  up  into  guns,  and  manned  with  some  of  the 
toyman's  little  family  of  plaything  figures,  with  red 
jackets  and  striped  trowsers,  whom  he  had  impressed 
into  the  service.  The  place  where  this  vessel 
lay,  a  fat  little  man,  whom  I  had  met  on  the  shore, 
who  seemed  an  intimate  acquaintance  of  the  pro- 
prietor, informed  me  was  called  Spithead,  and  the 
ship's  name,  he  told  me,  pointing  to  the  picture  on 
her  stern,  was  the  Victory. 

This  gentleman  afterwards  conducted  me,  not 
without  some  fear,  across  a  Chinese  bridge,  to  a 
pagoda,  in  which  it  was  necessary  to  assume  the 
posture  of  devotion,  as  there  was  not  room  to  stand 
upright.  On  the  sides  of  the  great  serpentine  walk, 
as  he  termed  it,  by  which  we  returned  from  this 
edifice,  I  found  a  device,  which  my  Cicerone  looked 
upon  as  a  master  stroke  of  genius.  The  ground  was 
shaped  into  the  figures  of  the  different  suits  of 
cards ;  so  that  here  was  the  heart  walk,  the  dia- 
mond walk,  the  club  walk,  and  the  spade  walk  ;  the 
last  of  which  had  the  additional  advantage  of  being 
sure  to  produce  a  pun.  On  my  observing  how 
pleasant  and  ingenious  all  this  was,  my  conductor 
answered,  "  Ay,  ay,  let  him  alone  for  that ;  he  has 
given  them  a  little  of  every  thing,  you  see  ;  and  so 
he  may.  Sir,  for  he  can  very  well  afford  it." 

I  believe  we  must  rest  the  matter  here.  In  this 
land  of  freedom  there  is  no  restraining  the  liberty 
of  being  ridiculous ;  I  would  only  entreat  Mr.  Prune, 
and  indeed  many  of  his  betters,  to  have  some  re- 
gard for  their  wives  and  families,  and  not  to  make 
fools  of  themselves,  till,  like  the  Bath  toyman,  they 
can  very  well  afford  it. 
I 
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Laudabunt  alii  claram  Rliodan  aut  Mytehnen. 
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Nothing  is  more  amusing  to  a  traveller,  than  to 
observe  the  ditierent  characters  of  the  inhabitants 
of  the  countries  through  which  he  passes  ;  and  to 
find,  upon  crossing  a  river  or  a  mountain,  as  marked 
a  difference  in  the  manners,  the  sentiments,  and  the 
opinions  of  the  people,  as  in  their  appearance,  their 
dress,  or  their  language.     Thus,  the   easy  vivacity 
of  the  French,  is  as  opposite  to  the  dignified  gravity 
of  the  Spaniard   on   the  one  hand,  as   it  is  to   the 
phlegmatic  dulness   of  the    German   on   the  other. 
But,  though  all  allow  that  every  nation  has  some 
striking  feature,  some  distinguishing  characteristic, 
philosophers  are  not  agreed  as  to  the  causes  of  that 
distinction.     Montesquieu  has  exerted  all  the  pow- 
ers of  his  genius  to  prove   that  difference  of  climate 
is  the  chief,  or  the  only  cause  of  the  difference  of  na- 
tional characters ;  and  it  is  not  surprising  that  the 
opinion  of  so  great  a  man  should  have  gained  much 
ground.     None  of  his  followers  has  carried  the  mat- 
ter further  than   the  author  of  Recherches  Philoso- 
phiqiies  sur  les  Americains,  whose  chief  object  seems 
to  have  been  to  show,  that  the  climate  of  America 
is  of  such  a  nature   that,  from  its  baneful  influence, 
even   the  human   species  has  degenerated    in  that 
quarter  of  the  globe. 

I  must  confess,  however,  that  I  have  often  doubted 
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as  to  the  justness  of  this  opinion ;  and,  though  I  do 
not  mean  to  deny  that  climate  has  an  influence  on 
man,  as  well  as  on  other  animals,  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  Montesquieu,  and  the  writers  who 
have  adopted  his  system,  have  attributed  by  far  too 
much  to  it. 

It  must  be  allowed  that  man  is  less  affected  by 
the  influence  of  climate  than  any  other  animal.  But 
of  all  the  human  race,  an  American  savage  seems 
to  approach  the  nearest,  in  the  general  condition  of 
his  life,  to  the  brute  creation,  and,  of  consequence, 
ought  to  be  most  subject  to  the  power  of  climate. 
And  yet,  if  we  compare  an  Indian  with  an  European 
peasant  or  manufacturer,  we  shall  be  apt  to  think 
that  the  former,  considered  as  an  individual,  holds  a 
higher  rank  in  the  scale  of  being  than  the  latter. 

The  savage,  quitting  his  cabin,  goes  to  the  assem- 
bly of  his  tribe,  and  their  delivers  his  sentiments 
on  the  affiiirs  of  his  little  nation  with  a  spirit,  a  force, 
and  an  energy,  that  might  do  honour  to  an  European 
orator.  Thence  he  goes  to  make  war  upon  his  foes  ; 
and,  in  the  field,  discovers  a  sagacity  in  his  strata- 
gems, a  boldness  in  his  designs,  a  perseverance  in 
his  operations,  joined  with  a  patience  of  fatigue  and 
of  suffering,  that  have  long  been  objects  of  admira- 
tion, and  which  filled  the  inhabitants  of  the  Old 
"World,  when  they  first  beheld  them,  with  wonder 
and  astonishment.  How  superior  such  a  being  to 
one  occupied,  day  after  day,  in  turning  the  head  of 
a  pin,  or  forming  the  shape  of  a  button,  and  possess- 
ing not  one  idea  beyond  the  business  in  which  he  is 
immediately  employed ! 

It  may  perhaps  be  objected,  that  no  fair  compari- 
son can  be  made  where  the  state  of  society  is  so 
different,  the  necessary  effect  of  civilization  being 
to  introduce  a  distinction  of  ranks,  and  to  sink  the 
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lower  orders  of  men  far  beneath  that  station  to 
which,  by  nature,  they  are  entitled.  But  allowing 
this  observation  to  be  just,  we  shall  find,  upon  com- 
paring the  savage  of  America  with  the  savage  of 
Europe,  as  described  by  Cajsar  and  Tacitus,  that 
the  former  is  at  least  equal  to  the  latter  in  all  the 
virtues  above  enumerated. 

We  need  not,  however,  go  so  far  for  instances,  to 
show,  that  other  causes  act  more  powerfully  than 
climate,  in  forming  the  manners,  and  fixing  the  char- 
acters of  men.  London  and  Paris  are,  at  present, 
the  first  cities  in  Europe,  in  point  of  opulence  and 
number  of  inhabitants  ;  and  in  no  other  part  of  the 
western  world  are  the  polite  and  elegant  arts  culti- 
vated to  such  advantage.  But  the  inhabitants  of 
those  cities  differ  essentially  in  manners,  sentiments, 
and  opinions  ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  they  breathe 
an  air  so  very  much  alike,  that  it  is  impossible  to 
impute  that  difference,  in  any  considerable  degree, 
to  difference  of  climate  ;  and,  perhaps,  it  may  not 
be  a  difficult  task  to  point  out  various  other  causes, 
Avhich  may  enable  us  to  account  sufficiently  for  the 
distinction  between  the  national  character  of  the  two 
people. 

In  France,  the  power  of  the  great  nobles  was 
sooner  j-educed  within  bounds  than  in  England ;  and 
in  proportion  as  their  power  fell,  that  of  the  monarch 
rose.  But  no  sooner  was  theauthority  of  the  crown 
established  on  a  firm  basis,  than  the  court  became 
an  object  of  the  first  attention  and  importance. 
Every  man  of  genius,  of  distinction,  and  of  rank, 
hastened  thither,  in  hopes  of  meeting  with  that  en- 
couragement which  his  talents  merited,  or  of  being 
able  to  display,  on  the  only  proper  theatre,  those 
advantages  which  he  possessed,  either  in  reality,  or 
in  his  own  imagination. 

VOL.  xxvin.  8 
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Thus  Paris,  the  seat  of  the  court,  became  the  cen- 
tre of  all  that  was  great  and  noble,  elegant  and 
polite.  The  manners  ever}^  day  became  more  and 
more  polished  ;  and  no  man  who  did  not  possess  the 
talents  necessary  to  make  himself  agreeable,  could 
expect  to  rise  in  the  world,  however  great  his  abil- 
ities might  otherwise  be.  The  pleasures  of  society 
were  cultivated  with  care  and  assiduity ;  and  noth- 
ing tended  more  to  promote  them,  than  that  free 
intercourse  which  soon  came  to  take  place  between 
the  sexes.  All  men  studied  to  acquire  those  graces 
and  accomplishments  by  which  alone  they  could 
hope  to  recommend  themselves  to  the  ladies,  whose 
influence  pervaded  every  branch  of  government  and 
every  department  of  the  state. 

In  England,  on  the  other  hand,  the  crown  gained 
little  by  the  fall  of  the  nobility.  The  high  preroga- 
tive exerted  by  the  princes  of  the  Tudor  race,  was 
of  short  duration.  A  third  order  soon  arose,  that, 
for  a  time,  trampled  alike  on  the  throne  and  the 
nobles.  And  even  after  the  constitution  was  at 
length  happily  settled,  the  sovereign  remained  so 
limited  in  power  and  in  revenue,  that  his  court 
never  acquired  a  degree  of  influence  or  splendour  at 
all  comparable  to  that  of  the  French  monarch.  Lon- 
don had  become  so  great  and  opulent  by  its  exten- 
sive commerce,  that  the  residence  of  the  court  could 
add  little  to  that  consideration  in  which  it  was 
already  held.  This  circumstance  had  a  powerful 
effect  on  the  manners.  What  was  looked  upon  as 
a  virtue  at  Paris,  was,  in  London,  considered  as  a 
vice.  There  industry  and  frugality  were  so  essen- 
tially requisite,  that  every  elegant  accomplishment 
was  rejected  as  incompatible  with  those  great  com- 
mercial virtues. 

The  dark  and  gloomy  spirit  of  fanaticism  which 
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prevailed  so  universally  in  England  during  the  last 
century,  served  as  an  additional  barrier  against  the 
progress  of  politeness  and  elegance  of  manners. 
Add  to  this,  that  the  English,  owing  perhaps  to  the 
superior  degree  of  liberty  they  enjoy,  and  to  their 
high  independent  spirit,  have  ever  been  more  at- 
tached to  a  country  life  than  any  civilized  people  in 
Europe  ;  and  this  last  circumstance,  slight  as  it  may 
appear,  has  perhaps  had  as  powerful  an  influence  as 
any  I  have  mentioned.  A  man  who  lives  in  retire- 
ment, may  be  sincere,  open,  honourable,  above  dis- 
simulation, and  free  from  disguise  ;  but  he  never  can 
possess  that  ease  of  behaviour,  and  that  elegance  of 
manners,  which  nothing  but  a  familiar  acquaintance 
with  the  world,  and  the  habit  of  mingling  in  society, 
and  of  conversing  with  persons  of  different  ranks 
and  different  characters  can  bestow. 

Let  us  not  repine,  however,  at  the  superiority  of 
our  neighbours  in  this  respect.  It  is,  perhaps,  im- 
possible to  possess,  at  once,  the  useful  and  the  agree- 
able qualities  in  an  eminent  degree;  and  if  ease  and 
politeness  be  only  attainable  at  the  expense  of  sin- 
cerity in  the  men,  and  chastity  in  the  women,  I  flat- 
ter myself,  there  are  few  of  my  readers  who  would 
not  think  the  purchase  made  at  too  high  a  price. 

I  have  of  late  remarked,  with  regret,  an  affecta- 
tion of  the  manners  of  France,  and  a  disposition  in 
some  of  the  higher  ranks  to  introduce  into  this  island 
that  species  of  gallantry  which  has  so  long  pre- 
vailed in  that  nation.  But,  happily,  neither  the 
habits,  the  dispositions,  the  genius  of  our  people, 
nor  that  mixture  of  ranks  which  our  constitution 
necessarily  produces,  will  admit  of  it.  In  France, 
they  contrive  to  throw  over  their  greatest  excesses  a 
veil  so  delicate  and  so  fine,  as  in  some  measure  to 
hide  the  deformity  of  vice,  and  even  at  times  to  be- 
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Stow  upon  it  tne  semblance  of  virtue.  But  with 
us,  less  delicate  and  less  refined,  vice  appears  in  its 
native  colours,  without  concealment  and  without 
disguise  ;  and  were  the  gallantrj  of  Paris  trans- 
planted into  this  soil,  it  would  soon  degenerate  into 
gross  debauchery.  At  present,  ray  countrywomen 
are  equally  respected  for  their  virtue,  as  admired 
for  their  beauty ;  and  I  trust  it  will  be  long  before 
they  cease  to  be  so. 
M 
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My  friend  Mr.  Umphraville's  early  retirement, 
and  long  residence  in  the  country,  have  given  him 
many  peculiarities,  to  which,  had  he  continued 
longer  in  the  world,  and  had  a  freer  intercourse  with 
mankind,  he  would  probably  not  have  been  subject. 
These  give  to  his  manner  an  apparent  hardness, 
which,  in  reality,  is  widely  different  from  his  natural 
disposition. 

As  he  passes  much  time  in  study  and  solitude, 
and  is  naturally  of  a  thoughtful  cast,  the  subjects  of 
which  he  reads,  and  the  opinions  which  he  forms, 
make  a  strong  and  deep  impression  on  his  mind  ; 
they  become,  as  it  were,  friends  and  companions 
from  whom  he  is  unwilling  to  be  separated.  Hence 
he  commonly  shows  a  disposition  to  take  a  lead  in, 
and  give  the  tone  to  conversation,  and  delivers  his 
opinions  too  much  in  the  manner  of  a  lecture.  And, 
though  this  curiosity  and  love  of  information  concur 
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with  that  politeness  which  he  is  ever  studious  to  ob- 
serve, to  make  him  listen  with  patience  and  atten- 
tion to  the  opinions  of  others,  yet,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, that  he  is  apt  to  deliver  his  own  with  an 
uncommon  degree  of  warmth,  and  I  have  very 
seldom  found  him  disposed  to  surrender  them. 

I  find,  however,  nothing  disagreeable  in  this 
peculiarity  of  my  friend.  The  natural  strength  of 
his  understanding,  the  extent  of  his  knowledge,  and 
that  degree  of  taste  which  he  has  derived  from  a 
strong  conception  of  the  sublime,  the  tender,  and 
the  beautiful,  assisted  by  an  extensive  acquaintance 
with  the  elegant  writers,  both  of  ancient  and  modern 
times,  render  his  conversation,  in  many  respects, 
both  instructive  and  entertaining  ;  and  that  sin- 
gularity of  opinion,  which  is  the  natural  consequence 
of  his  want  of  opportunities  of  comparing  his  own 
ideas  with  those  of  others,  affords  me  an  additional 
pleasure.  But,  above  all,  I  am  delighted  with  the 
goodness  of  heart  which  breaks  forth  in  every  sen- 
timent he  delivers. 

Mr.  Umphraville's  sister,  who  is  often  present, 
and  sometimes  takes  a  part  in  those  conversations, 
is  of  a  character  at  once  amiable  and  respectable. 

In  her  earlier  days,  she  spent  much  of  her  time  in 
the  perusal  of  novels  and  romances  ;  but  though 
she  still  retains  a  partiality  for  the  few  works  of 
that  kind  which  are  possessed  of  merit,  her  read- 
ing is  now  chiefly  confined  to  works  of  a  graver 
cast. 

Miss  Umphraville,  though  she  has  not  so  much 
learning,  possesses,  perhaps,  no  less  ability  as  a  wo- 
man, than  her  brother  does  as  a  man  ;  and,  having 
less  peculiarity  in  her  way  of  thinking,  has,  conse- 
quently, a  knowledge  better  fitted  for  common  life. 
It  is   pleasing  to   observe   how  Miss   Umphraville, 
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while  she  always  appears  to  act  an  under  part,  and 
sometimes  indeed,  not  to  act  a  part  at  all,  yet  watches 
with  a  tender  concern,  over  the  singularities  of  her 
brother's  disposition ;  and,  without  betraying  the 
smallest  consciousness  of  her  power,  generally  con- 
trives to  direct  him  in  the  most  material  parts  of  his 
conduct. 

Mr.  Umphraville  is  the  best  master,  and  the  best 
landlord  that  ever  lived.  The  rents  of  his  estate 
have  undergone  scarce  any  alteration  since  he  came 
to  the  possession  of  it ;  and  his  tenants,  too,  are 
nearly  the  same.  The  ancient  possessors  have  never 
been  removed  from  motives  of  interest,  or  without 
some  very  particular  reason  ;  and  the  few  new  ones 
he  has  chosen  to  introduce,  are,  for  the  most  part, 
persons  who  have  been  servants  in  his  family,  whose 
fidelity  and  attachment  he  has  rewarded  by  a  small 
farm  at  a  low  I'ent. 

I  have  had  many  a  pleasant  conversation,  about 
sunset  in  a  summer  evening,  with  those  venerable 
grayheaded  villagers.  Their  knowledge  of  coun- 
try affairs,  the  sagacity  of  their  remarks,  and  the 
manner,  acquired  by  a  residence  in  Mr.  Umphra- 
ville's  family,  with  which  they  are  accustomed  to 
deliver  them,  have  afforded  me  much  entertain- 
ment. 

It  is  delightful  to  hear  them  run  out  in  praises  of 
their  landlord.  They  have  told  me  there  is  not  a 
person  in  his  neighbourhood,  who  stands  in  need  of 
his  assistance,  who  has  not  felt  the  influence  of  his 
generosity ;  which,  they  say,  endears  him  to  the 
whole  country.  Yet,  such  is  the  effect  of  that  re- 
served and  particular  manner  which  my  friend  has 
contracted,  that  while  his  good  qualities  have  pro- 
cured him  great  esteem,  and  the  disinterestedness  of 
his  disposition,  with  the  opinion  entertained  of  his 


NO.   19.  MIRROR.  119 

honour  and  integrity,  has  always  prevented  him 
from  f'alhng  into  disputes  or  quarrels  with  his  neigh- 
bours, there  is  scarcely  one  of  them  with  whom  he 
lives  on  terms  of  familiarity. 

Mr.  Umphraville,  in  the  earlier  part  of  his  life, 
had  an  attachment  to  an  amiable  young  lady.  Their 
situation  at  that  time  might  have  ma"de  an  avowal 
of  his  passion  equally  fatal  to  both ;  and,  though  it 
was  not  without  a  severe  struggle,  Mr.  Umphraville 
had  firmness  enough  to  suppress  the  declaration  of 
an  attachment  he  was  unable  to  subdue.  Tlie  lady, 
some  time  after,  married  ;  since  that  period,  Mr. 
Umphraville  has  never  seen  her,  or  been  known  so 
much  as  once  to  mention  her  name  ;  but  I  am  cred- 
ibly informed,  that,  by  his  interest,  her  eldest  son 
has  obtained  high  preferment  in  the  army.  The 
only  favour  which  Mr.  Umphraville  ever  asked  from 
any  great  man  was  for  this  young  gentleman ;  but 
neither  the  lady  herself,  nor  any  of  her  family,  know 
by  whose  influence  his  advancement  has  been  pro- 
cured. 

Though  it  is  possible,  that,  if  Mr.  Umphraville 
had  married  at  an  early  period  of  life,  his  mind, 
even  in  a  state  of  retirement,  would  have  retained  a 
polish,  and  escaped  many  of  those  peculiarities  it 
has  now  contracted  ;  yet,  I  own,  I  am  rather  inclined 
to  believe  his  remaining  single  a  fortunate  circum- 
stance. Nor  have  my  fair  readers  any  reason  to  be 
oflPended  at  the  remark  ;  great  talents,  even  in  a  gen- 
erous and  benevolent  mind,  are  sometimes  attended 
with  a  certain  want  of  pliability,  which  is  ill  suited 
to  the  cordialities  of  domestic  life.  A  man  of  such 
a  disposition  as  Mr.  Umphraville  has  now  acquired, 
might  consider  the  delicacy,  the  vivacity,  and  the 
fine  shades  of  female  character,  as  frivolous,  and 
beneath  attention  ;  or,  at  least  might  be  unable,  for 
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any  length  of  time,  to  receive  pleasure  from  those 
indulgences,  which  minds  of  a  softer  mould  may 
regard  as  the  great  and  amiable  perfection  of  what 
Mr.  Pope  calls 

"  The  last  best  work  of  Heaven." 

With  all  those  respectable  talents  which  Mr.  Um- 
phraville  possesses,  with  all  that  generosity  of  senti- 
ment, and  goodness  of  heart,  so  conspicuous  in  every 
thing  he  says  or  does,  which  so  strongly  endear  him 
to  his  friends,  I  am  apt  to  think,  that,  in  the  very 
intimate  connection  of  the  married  life,  the  woman 
of  delicacy  and  sensibility  might  often  feel  herself 
hurt  by  the  peculiarities  of  character  to  which  he  is 
subject. 

This  situation  of  a  wife  is,  in  this  respect,  very 
different  from  that  of  a  sister.  Miss  Umphraville's 
observation  of  her  brother's  peculiarities,  neither 
lessens  her  esteem  nor  her  affection  for  him  ;  these 
peculiarities  serve  only  to  increase  her  attention  to 
him,  and  to  make  her  more  solicitous  to  prevent 
their  effects.  But  in  that  still  closer  connection 
which  subsists  between  husband  and  wife,  while  the 
perception  of  his  weakness  might  not  have  lessened 
the  wife's  affection,  it  might  have  given  her  a  dis- 
tress which  a  sister  will  not  be  apt  to  feel ;  a  sister 
may  observe  the  weaknesses  of  a  brother  without  a 
blush,  and  endeavour  to  correct  them  without  being 
hurt ;  a  wife  might  be  able  to  do  neither. 

These  views  w'hich  I  have  given  of  Mr.  Umphra- 
ville  and  his  family,  may,  perhaps,  appear  tedious 
to  my  readers.  In  giving  this  detail,  I  am  afraid  I 
have  not  sufficiently  remembered,  that,  as  they  have 
not  the  same  intimate  acquaintance  with  that  gentle- 
man which  I  have,  they  will  not  feel  the  same  inter- 
est in  what  relates  to  him. 
L  S 
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No.  20.     SATURDAY,  APRIL   3,  1779. 


—  Tantcene  animis  calestibus  irce  ? 

VIKG.  .EN.   i.  11. 

While  so  many  subjects  of  contention  occupy 
the  votiiries  of  business  and  ambition,  and  prove  the 
source  of  discord,  envy,  jealousy,  and  rivalship, 
among  mankind,  one  would  be  apt  to  imagine,  that 
the  pursuits  and  employments  of  studious  and  liter- 
ary men  would  be  carried  on  with  calmness,  good 
temper,  and  tranquillity.  The  philosophic  sage  re- 
tired from  the  world,  who  hath  truth  for  the  object 
of  his  inquiries,  might  be  willing,  it  were  natural  to 
suppose,  to  give  up  his  own  system,  when  he  found 
it  at  variance  with  truth,  and  would  never  quarrel 
with  another  for  adopting  a  different  one  ;  and  the 
man  of  elegance  and  taste,  who  has  literary  enter- 
tainment in  view,  would  not,  one  should  think,  find 
fault  with  the  like  amusements  of  other  men,  or  dis- 
pute with  rancour  or  heat,  upon  mere  matters  of 
taste.  But  the  fact  has  been  otherwise  ;  the  dis- 
putes among  the  learned  have,  in  every  age,  been 
carried  on  with  the  utmost  virulence  ;  and  men,  pre- 
tending to  taste,  have  railed  at  each  other  with  un- 
paralleled abuse.  Possibly  the  abstraction  from  the 
world,  in  which  the  philosopher  lives,  may  render 
him  more  impatient  of  contradiction  than  those  who 
mix  oftener  with  common  societies ;  and,  perhaps, 
that  fineness  and  delicacy  of  perception  which  the 
man  of  taste  requires,  may  be  more  liable  to  irrita- 
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tion  than  the  coarser  feelings  of  minds  less  cultivated 
and  improved. 

I  have  been  led  into  these  remarks  by  a  conversa- 
tion at  which  I  happened  lately  to  be  present.  Last 
week,  having  left  with  my  editor  materials  for  my 
next  paper,  I  went  to  the  country  for  a  few  days,  to 
pay  a  visit  to  a  friend,  whose  real  name  I  shall  con- 
ceal under  that  of  Sylvester.  Sylvester,  when  a 
young  man,  had  retired  to  the  country,  and  having 
succeeded  to  a  paternal  estate,  which  was  sufficient 
for  all  his  wants,  had  lived  almost  constantly  at 
home.  His  time  was  spent  chiefly  in  study,  and  he 
had  published  some  performances  which  did  honour 
to  -his  genius  and  his  knowledge.  During  all  this 
time,  Sylvester  was  the  regular  correspondent  of  a 
gentleman  whom  I  shall  here  call  Alcander,  whose 
taste  and  pursuits  were  in  many  i-espects  similar  to 
his  own.  Alcander,  though  he  was  not  an  author 
like  Sylvester,  had,  from  nature,  a  very  delicate 
taste,  which  had  been  much  improved  by  culture. 
From  a  variety  of  accidents  the  two  friends  had  not 
met  for  a  great  number  of  years ;  but  while  I  was 
at  Sylvester's  house,  he  received  a  letter  from  Al- 
cander, notifying  that  gentleman's  being  on  his 
way  to  visit  him ;  and  soon  after  he  arrived  accord- 
ingly. 

It  is  not  easy  to  describe  the  pleasure  which  the 
two  friends  felt  at  meeting.  After  the  first  saluta- 
tions, their  discourse  took  a  literary  turn.  I  was 
delighted,  as  well  as  instructed,  with  the  remarks 
which  were  made  upon  men  and  books,  by  two  per- 
sons of  extensive  intbrmation  and  accomplished  taste; 
and  the  warmth  with  which  they  made  them,  added 
a  rehsh  to  their  observations.  The  conversation 
lasted  till  it  was  very  late,  when  my  host  and  his 
friend  retired  to  their  apartments,  much  pleased  with 
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each  other,  and  in  full  expectation  of  additional  en- 
tertainment from  a  continuation  of  such  intercourse 
at  the  return  of  a  new  day. 

Next  morning,  aftel'  breakfast,  their  literary  dis- 
course was  resumed.  It  turned  on  a  comparison  of 
the  different  genius  and  merit  of  the  French  and 
English  authors.  Sylvester  said,  he  thouglit  there 
was  a  power  of  reasoning,  a  strength  of  genius,  and 
a  depth  of  reflection  in  the  English  authors,  of  which 
the  Fi-ench,  in  general,  Avere  incapable ;  and  that, 
in  his  opinion,  the  preference  lay  greatly  on  the  side 
of  the  writers  of  our  own  countiy.  Alcander  begged 
leave  to  differ  from  him  ;  he  admitted  there  was  an 
appearance  of  depth  in  many  of  the  English  authors, 
but  he  said  it  was  false  and  hollow.  He  maintained, 
that  the  seeking  after  something  profound,  had  led 
into  many  useless  metaphysical  disquisitions,  in 
which  the  writer  had  no  real  merit,  nor  could  the 
reader  find  any  real  advantage.  But  the  French 
authors,  he  said,  excelled  in  remarks  on  life  and 
character,  which,  as  they  were  founded  on  actual 
observation,  might  be  attended  with  much  utility, 
and  as  they  were  expressed  in  the  liveliest  manner, 
could  not  fail  to  give  the  highest  entertainment. 
Alcander,  in  the  course  of  his  argument,  endeav- 
oured to  illustrate  it  by  a  comparison  of  some  of 
the  most  distinguished  authors  of  both  countries. 
Sylvester,  finding  those  writers,  whom  he  had  studied 
with  attention,  and  imitated  with  success,  so  warmly 
attacked,  replied  with  some  heat,  as  if  he  thought  it 
tended  to  the  disparagement  of  his  own  composi- 
tions. Sylvester  said  something  about  French  fri- 
volity ;  and  Alcander  replied  with  a  sarcasm  on 
metaphysical  absurdity. 

Finding  the  conversation  take  this  unlucky  turn, 
I  endeavoured  to  change  the  subject;  and,  from  the 
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comparison  of  the  English  and  French  authors,  took 
occasion  to  mention  that  pei'iod  of  English  literature, 
which  has  been  frequently  termed  the  Augustan 
age  of  England,  when  that  constellation  of  wits 
appeared  which  illuminated  the  reign  of  Queen 
Anne. 

But  this  subject  of  conversation  was  as  unfortunate 
as  the  former.  Sylvester  is  a  professed  admirer  of 
Swift,  to  whom  his  attachment  is  perhaps  height- 
ened by  a  little  Toryism  in  his  political  principles. 
Alcander  is  a  keen  Whig,  and  as  great  an  admirer 
of  Addison.  As  the  conversation  had  grown  rather 
warm  on  a  general  comparison  of  the  authors  of  one 
country  with  those  of  another,  so  its  warmth  was 
much  greater  when  the  comparison  was  made  of 
two  particular  favourite  authors.  Sylvester  talked  of 
the  strength,  the  dignity,  the  forcible  observations  and 
the  wit  of  Swift ;  Alcander,  of  the  ease,  the  grace- 
fulness, the  native  and  agreeable  humour  of  Addison. 
From  remarks  upon  their  writings,  they  went  to 
their  characters.  Sylvester  spoke  in  praise  of 
openness  and  spirit,  and  threw  out  something  against 
envy,  jealousy,  and  meanness.  Alcander  inveighed 
against  pride  and  ill-nature,  and  pronounced  an 
eulogium  on  elegance,  philanthropy,  and  gentleness 
of  manners.  Sylvester  spoke  as  if  he  thought  no 
man  of  a  candid  and  generous  mind  could  be  a  lover 
of  Addison  ;  Alcander,  as  if  none  but  a  severe  and 
ill-tempered  one  could  endure  Swift. 

The  spirits  of  the  two  friends  were  now  heated 
to  a  violent  degree,  and  not  a  little  rankled  at  each 
other.  I  endeavoured  again  to  give  the  discourse  a 
new  direction,  and,  as  if  accidentally,  introduced 
something  about  the  Epistles  of  Phalaris.  I  knew 
both  gentlemen  were  masters  of  the  dispute  upon 
that  subject,  which  has  so  much  divided  the  learned, 
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and  I  thought  a  dry  question  of  this  sort  could  not 
possibly  interest  them  too  much.  But  in  this  I  was 
mistaken.  Sylvester  and  Alcander  tooli  different 
sides  upon  this  subject,  as  they  had  done  upon  the 
former,  and  suppoi'ted  their  opinions  with  no  less 
warmth  than  before.  Each  of  them  catched  fire 
from  every  thing  his  opponent  said,  as  if  neither 
could  think  well  of  the  judgment  of  that  man  who 
was  of  an  opinion  different  from  his  own. 

With  this  last  debate  the  conversation  ended.  At 
our  meeting  next  day,  a  formal  politeness  took  place 
betw'een  Sylvester  and  Alcander,  very  different 
from  that  openness  and  cordiality  of  manner  which 
they  showed  at  their  first  meeting.  The  last,  soon 
after,  took  his  departure ;  and,  I  believe,  neither  of 
them  felt  that  respect  for  each  other's  understanding, 
nor  that  warmth  of  affection,  which  they  entertained 
before  this  visit. 

Alas  !  the  two  friends  did  not  consider  that  it  was 
equally  owing  to  the  fault  of  each  that  their  friend- 
ship was  thus  changed  into  coldness.  Both  attached 
to  the  same  pursuits,  and  accustomed  to  indulge 
them  chiefly  in  seclusion  and  sohtude,  they  had 
been  too  little  accustomed  to  bear  contradiction. 
This  impatience  of  contradiction  had  not  been 
corrected  in  either,  by  attention  to  the  feelings  or 
views  of  others;  and  the  warmth  which  each  felt  in 
supporting  his  own  particular  opinion,  prevented 
him  from  giving  the  proper  indulgence  to  a  diversity 
of  opinion  in  the  other. 

s 
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No.  21.     TUESDAY,  APRIL  6,  1779. 


This  day's  paper  I  devote  to  correspondents. 
The  first  of  the  two  letters  it  contains  was  brought 
to  my  editor  by  a  spruce  footman,  who,  upon  being 
asked  whence  he  came,  repUed,  from  Mrs.  Meekly's. 

"  TO    THE   AUTHOR    OF    THE   MIRROR. 
"  SIK, 

"  The  world  has,  at  different  periods,  been  afflicted 
with  di-seases  peculiar  to  the  times  in  which  they 
appeared ;  and  the  Faculty  have,  with  great  inge- 
nuity, contrived  certain  generic  names,  by  which 
they  might  be  distinguished,  it  being  a  quality  of 
great  use  and  comfort  in  a  physician  to  be  able  to 
tell  precisely  of  what  disorder  his  patient  is  likely 
to  die.  The  nervous  seems  to  be  the  ailment  in 
greatest  vogue  at  present ;  a  species  of  disease, 
which  I  am  apt  to  consider  as  not  the  less  terrible 
for  being  less  mortal  than  many  others.  I  speak 
not  from  personal  experience,  Mr.  Mirror ;  my  own 
constitution,  thank  God !  is  pretty  robust ;  but  I 
have  the  misfortune  to  be  atHicted  with  a  nervous 
wife. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  enumerate  a  twentieth  pai't 
of  the  symptoms  of  this  lamentable  disorder,  or  of 
the  circumstances  by  which  its  paroxysms  are 
excited  or  increased.  Its  dependence  on  the  natural 
phenomena  of  the  wind  and  weather,  on  the  tem- 
perature of  the  air,  whether  hot  or  cold,  moist  or  dry, 
might  be  accounted  for ;  and  my  wife  would  then 
be  in  no  worse  situation  than  the  lady  in  a  red  cap 
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and  green  jacket,  whose  figui-e  I  have  seen  in  the 
little  Dutch  barometers,  known  by  the  name  of 
babyhouses.  But,  beside  feeling  the  impression  of 
those  particulars,  her  disorder  is  brought  on  by 
incidents  still  more  frequent,  and  less  easy  to  be 
foreseen,  than  even  the  occasional  changes  in  our 
atmosphere.  A  person  running  hastily  up  or  down 
stairs,  shutting  a  door  roughly,  placing  the  tongs  on 
the  left  side  of  the  grate,  and  the  poker  on  the  right, 
setting  the  china  figures  on  the  mantle-piece  a  little 
awry,  or  allowing  the  tassel  of  the  bellstring  to 
swing  but  for  a  moment ;  any  of  those  little  accidents 
has  an  immediate  and  irresistible  effect  on  the 
nervous  system  of  my  wife,  and  produces  symptoms, 
sometimes  of  languor,  sometimes  of  irritation,  which 
I,  her  husband,  my  three  children  by  a  former  mar- 
riage, and  the  other  members  of  our  family,  equally 
feel  and  regret.  The  above  causes  of  her  distemper 
a  very  attentive  and  diligent  discharge  of  our 
several  duties  might  possibly  prevent;  but  even  our 
involuntary  actions  are  apt  to  produce  effects  of  a 
similar  or  more  violent  nature.  It  was  but  the 
other  day  she  told  ray  boy,  Dick,  he  eat  his  pudding 
so  voraciously,  as  ahnost  to  make  her  faint,  and 
remonstrated  against  my  sneezing  in  the  manner  I 
did,  which,  she  said,  tore  her  poor  nerves  in  pieces. 
"  One  tiling  I  have  observed  peculiar  to  this  dis- 
order, which  those  conversant  in  the  nature  of 
sym|)athetic  affections,  may  be  able  to  explain.  It 
is  not  always  produced  by  exactly  similar  causes, 
if  such  causey  exist  in  dissimilar  situations.  I  have 
known  my  wife  squeezed  for  hours  in  a  side-box, 

dance  a  whole  night  at  a  ball,  have  my  Lord 

talking  as  fast  and  as  loud  to  her  as  was  possible 
there,  and  her  nose  assailed  by  the  stink  of  a  whole 
row  of  flambeaux,  at  going  in  and  coming  out,  with- 
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out  feeling  her  nerves  in  the  smallest  degree  affected  ; 
yet,  the  very  day  after,  at  home,  she  could  not  bear 
my  chair,  or  the  chair  of  one  of  my  children,  to 
come  within  several  feet  of  her's  ;  walking  up  stairs 
perfectly  overcame  her ;  none  of  us  durst  talk  but 
in  whispers  ;  and  the  smell  of  my  buttered  roll  made 
her  sick  to  death. 

"  As  I  reckon  your  paper  a  proper  record  for 
singular  cases,  and  intolerable  grievances  of  every 
sort,  I  send  the  above  for  your  insertion,  stating  it 
according  to  its  nature,  in  terms  as  physically 
descriptive  as  my  little  acquaintance  with  the  heal- 
ing art  can  supply. 

"  I  am,  &c., 

"  Joseph  Meekly." 

This  correspondent,  as  far  as  his  wife's  case  falls 
within  the  department  of  the  physician,  I  must  refer 
to  my  very  learned  friends,  Doctors  Cullen  and 
Monro,  who,  upon  being  properly  attended,  will  give 
him,  I  am  persuaded,  as  sound  advice  as  it  is  in  the 
power  of  medical  skill  to  suggest.  In  point  of 
prudence,  to  which  only  my  prescriptions  apply,  I 
can  advise  nothmg  so  proper  for  Mr.  Meekly  him- 
self, as  to  imitate  the  conduct  of  the  husband  of  that 
little  lady  he  describes,  the  mistress  of  the  Dutch 
babyhouse;  between  whom  and  his  wife,  though 
there  subsists  a  very  intimate  connection,  there  is 
yet  a  contract  of  a  particular  kind  ;  whenever  the 
gentleman  is  at  home,  the  lady  is  abroad,  and  vice 
versa.  In  their  house,  indeed,  I  do  not  observe  any 
children  ;  from  which  I  conclude  that  they  have  all 
been  sent  to  the  academy  and  the  boarding-school. 
I 
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"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 


"  To  I'econcile  man  to  man,  has  been  one  of  the 
great  objects  of  moralists.  They  tell  us,  '  that  men 
have  one  common  original,  and  why  should  relations 
quarrel?'  but  then  a  petulant  wit  interposes,  and 
observes  that  the  original  is  not  near  enough  to  form 
a  strong  connection  ;  and  if  the  modern  theory  of 
volcanoes  be  true,  the  original  is  so  very  distant  as 
not  to  form  any  sensible  connection  at  all.  The 
Duke  of  Aremberg  and  Sir  Thomas  TTrquhart  may 
count  kindred  with  the  antediluvians  ;  for  the  former 
has  such  a  pedigree  preserved  at  his  castle  at  Hain- 
ault,  and  the  latter  has  set  foi'th  his  in  print ;  but 
there  are  few  genealogies  so  complete. 

'*  We  are  next  told,  '  that  all  men  are  engaged  in 
one  common  journey  through  life,  and  why  should 
they  quarrel  on  the  road  ? '  The  answer  is  but  too 
obvious  —  we  do  not  quarrel  merely  for  the  sake  of 
quarrelling ;  but  as  we  have  opportunity,  we  take 
the  road,  and  oblige  others,  for  our  conveniency,  to 
yield  it ;  while  eagerly  galloping  to  the  next  stage, 
we  bespatter  those  who  are  in  our  way ;  we  send  a 
servant  before  to  bespeak  the  best  beds  in  the  inn, 
and  the  choice  of  the  larder ;  and  we  make  ourselves 
as  important  and  as  troublesome  as  we  can,  merely 
for  our  own  convenience ;  nay,  we  bribe  a  waiter  to 
give  us  all  his  attendance,  and  to  let  the  other  pas- 
sengers ring  till  their  arms  ache ;  but  it  is  all  to 
render  ourselves  as  easy  as  possible. 

"  The  last  consideration  is, '  that  we  are  all  hasten- 
ing to  one  common  grave,  and  why  should  we  quar- 
rel now,  since  our  quarrels  must  be  soon  at  an  end?' 

VOL.   xxviii.  9 
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This  proves  that  our  disputes  must  be  short,  not 
that  they  may  not  be  sharp. 

"  I  remember  to  have  read  somewhere  of  a  people, 
I  tliink  to  the  northwest  of  Plungary,  who  had  a 
name  in  their  own  language,  which  answers  nearly 
to  our  word  brothers,  and  who  prided  themselves, 
for  a  while,  in  that  whimsical  appellation.  Their 
tenets  were  simple  and  full  of  benevolence,  and,  in 
general,  so  plain,  that  those  who  heard  them  for  the 
first  time,  imagined  that  they  had  been  previously 
acquainted  with  them.  The  men  of  whom  I  speak, 
could  not  have  any  long  contests,  for  they  were  all 
hastening  to  the  common  goal  of  mortality,  yet  their 
disputes,  although  short,  were  sharp  ;  early  did  they 
begin  to  bite,  and,  as  soon  as  they  gained  strength, 
they  devoured  each  other,  if  the  expression  may  be 
allowed.  According  to  the  Scottish  phrase,  '  they 
quarrelled  about  the  turning  of  a  straw ; '  they 
vexed,  tormented,  and  proscribed  each  other ;  nay, 
some  assert  that  they  cut  throats  ;  but  still,  they 
declared  that  they  meant  nothing  personal,  and, 
for  a  long  while,  they  still  retain  the  name  of 
brothers. 

"  If  that  singular  people,  so  full  of  benevolence, 
quarrelled  incessantly  for  any  cause,  or  for  no  cause, 
how  can  it  be  expected  that  we  should  walk  through 
life  to  the  grave  with  the  calm  and  inoffensive  so- 
lemnity of  mourners  at  an  interment,  especially 
when  so  few  of  us  have  time  to  bestow  our  thoughts 
on  the  grave  and  its  consequences  ? 

"  It  is  impossible  to  reconcile  man  to  man ;  but  it 
is  possible  to  bi'ing  individuals  of  the  human  race 
to  a  better  undez'standing  with  each  other. 

"  I  might  dilate  this  proposition  in  a  feigned  tale, 
or  obscure  it  by  an  allegory ;  but  I  rather  choose  to 
prove  it  in  the  course  of  a  simple  narrative  of  mat- 
ter of  fact. 
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"  While  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  enjoyed 
power  little  short  of  sovereign,  she  frequently  felt 
the  satirical  lashes  of  Dr.  Swift ;  and,  when  dis- 
graced, she  could  not  but  remember  them ;  for  she 
had  a  quick  sense  of  injuries,  and  her  nature  was 
not  much  inclined  to  forgiveness. 

"  Thwarted  ambition,  great  wealth,  and  increasing 
years,  rendered  her  more  and  more  peevish  ;  she 
hated  courts  over  which  she  had  no  influence,  and 
she  became  at  length  the  most  ferocious  animal  that 
is  suffered  to  go  loose,  a  violent  party-woman. 

"  Every  one  knows,  that  as  her  Grace  was 
obliged  to  descend  from  the  highest  round  of  the 
ladder  of  ambition,  so  the  Doctor  was  not  allowed 
to  mount  the  first  step  ;  and  his  disappointment  pro- 
duced the  like  effects  on  him,  as  lost  empire  had 
done  on  her. 

"  Yet  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  became  the 
passionate  admirer  of  her  satirist,  and  was  even 
willing  to  forgive  him.  The  perusal  of  Gulliver's 
Travels  produced  this  moral  revolution  in  her  senti- 
ments ;  and  that  which  debased  the  author  in  the 
opinion  of  many  of  his  friends,  exalted  him  in  the 
opinion  of  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough. 

"  There  are  now  lying  before  me  some  original 
letters  of  that  celebrated  lady.  '  Dean  Swift,'  says 
she,  '  gives  the  most  exact  account  of  kings,  minis- 
ters, bishops,  and  the  courts  of  justice,  that  is  pos- 
sible to  be  writ.  I  could  not  help  wishing,  since  I 
read  his  books,  that  we  had  had  his  assistance  in  the 
opposition  —  for  I  could  easily  forgive  him  all  the 
slaps  he  has  given  me  and  the  Duke  of  Marlborough, 
and  have  thanked  him  heartily  whenever  he  would 
please  to  do  good.' 

"  In  another  letter  she  says,  '  I  most  heartily  wish 
that  in  this  park  I  had  some  of  the  breed  of  those 
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charming  creatures  Swift  speaks  of,  and  calls  the 
Houyhnhnms,  which  I  understand  to  be  horses,  so 
extremely  polite,  and  which  had  all  manner  of  good 
conversation  and  good  principles,  and  that  never 
told  a  lie,  and  charmed  him  so  that  he  could  not 
endure  his  own  country  when  he  returned  ;  he  says 
there  is  a  sort  of  creature  there  called  yahoos,  and 
of  the  same  species  with  us,  only  a  good  deal  uglier, 
but  they  are  kept  tied  up,  and  by  that  glorious  crea- 
ture, the  horse,  are  not  permitted  to  do  any  mischief. 
You  will  think  that  I  am  distracted  with  Dean  Swift, 
but  I  really  have  not  been  pleased  so  much  a  long 
time  as  with  what  he  writes,  and  therefore  I  will 
end  with  one  of  his  sentences,  '  that  he  mortally 
hates  kings  and  ministers.' 

"  Thus  the  Duchess  '  became  distracted  with  Dean 
Swift ; '  and,  on  account  of  his  libel  against  human 
nature,  '  graciously  pardoned  his  libels  against  her 
own  sacred  person.' 

"  But  Dr.  Swift  knew  not  her  favourable  opinion 
of  him ;  for  he  left  in  manuscript  a  severer  invec- 
tive against  her  than  any  that  he  had  published  in 
his  lifetime.  Pity  that,  for  want  of  information,  the 
misunderstanding  should  still  have  subsisted  on  his 
part !  the  good  offices  of  a  friend  might  easily  have 
reconciled  two  persons  so  much  connected  with  each 
other  by  the  common  ties  of  misanthropy. 
I  "I  am,  &c., 

"  Adelus." 
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No.  22.     SATURDAY,  APRIL  10,  1779. 


Siiicerum  cupimiis  vas  inci'mtare.  — 

HOR.   SAT.  i.  3.  56. 

"  TO    THE   AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIE, 

"Your  Mirror,  it  seems,  possesses  uncommon 
virtues,  and  you  generously  hold  it  out  to  the  pub- 
lic, that  we  may  dress  our  characters  at  it.  I  trust 
it  is,  at  least  a  faithful  glass,  and  will  give  a  just 
representation  of  those  lurking  imperfections  or 
excellences  which  we  distinguish  with  difficulty,  or 
sometimes  altogether  overlook.  I  struggle,  there- 
fore, to  get  forward  in  the  crowd,  and  to  set  before 
your  moral  Mirror  a  personage  who  has  long  em- 
barrassed me. 

"  The  observation  of  character,  when  I  first 
looked  beyond  a  college  for  happiness,  formed  not 
only  my  amusement,  but,  for  some  years,  my  favour- 
ite study.  I  had  been  so  fortunate  as  early  to  im- 
bibe strict  notions  of  morality  and  religion,  and  to 
arrive  at  manhood  in  perfect  ignorance  of  vicious 
pleasure.  My  heart  was,  therefore,  led  to  place  its 
hopes  of  happiness  in  love  and  friendship ;  but 
books  had  taught  me  to  dread  misplacing  my  affec- 
tions. On  this  account,  anxious  to  gratify  the  soif 
ctaimer  that  engrossed  me,  I  bent  the  whole  of  my 
little  talents  to  discern  the  characters  of  my  ac- 
quaintance ;  and,  blending  sentiments  of  religion 
with  high   notions  of  moral  excellence,  and  the  re- 
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fined  intercourse  of  cultivated  minds,  I  fondly  hoped, 
that,  where  I  once  formed  an  attachment,  it  would 
last  forever. 

"  In  this  state  of  mind  I  became  acquainted  with 
Cleone.  She  was  young  and  beautiful,  but  without 
that  dimpling  play  of  features  which  indicates,  in 
some  women,  a  mind  of  extreme  sensibility.  Her 
eye  bespoke  good  sense,  and  was  sometimes  lighted 
up  with  vivacity,  but  never  sparkled  with  the  keen- 
ness of  unrestrained  joy,  nor  melted  with  the  suffu- 
sion of  indulged  sorrow.  Her  manner  and  address 
had  no  tendency  to  famiharity ;  it  was  genteel, 
rather  than  graceful.  Her  voice  in  conversation 
was  suited  to  her  manner ;  it  possessed  those  level 
tones  which  never  offend,  but  seldom  give  pleasure, 
and  seldoraer  emotion. 

"  Her  conversation  was  plain  and  sensible.  Never 
attempting  wit  or  humour,  she  contented  herself 
with  expressing,  in  correct  and  unaffected  language, 
just  sentiments  on  manners  and  on  works  of  taste ; 
and  the  genius  she  displayed  in  compositions  becom- 
ing her  sex,  and  the  propriety  of  her  own  conduct, 
did  honour  to  her  criticisms.  She  sung  with  un- 
common excellence.  Her  voice  seemed  to  unfold 
itself  in  singing,  to  suit  every  musical  expression, 
and  to  assume  every  lone  of  passion  she  wished  to 
utter.  I  never  felt  the  power  of  simple  melody  in 
agitating,  affecting,  and  pleasing,  more  strongly  than 
from  her  performance. 

"  In  company  she  was  attentive,  prevenante,  but 
not  insinuating;  and  though  she  seemed  to  court  the 
society  of  men  of  letters  and  taste,  and  to  profess 
having  intimate  friendships  with  some  individuals 
among  them,  I  never  could  perceive  that  she  was 
subject  to  the  common  weakness  of  making  a  parade 
of  this  kind  of  intercourse. 
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*'Most  people  would  suppose  that  I  had  found,  in 
Cleone,  the  friend  I  was  seeking ;  for  both  of  us 
knew  we  could  never  be  nearer  than  friends  to  each 
other,  and  she  treated  me  with  some  distinction.  I 
found  it,  however,  impossible  to  know  her  so  well  as 
to  place  in  her  the  complete  confidence  essential  to 
friendship.  The  minutest  attention  to  every  circum- 
stance in  her  appearance  and  behaviour,  and  study- 
ing her  for  years  in  all  the  little  varieties  of  situation 
that  an  intimate  acquaintance  gave  access  to  observe, 
proved  unequal  to  discover,  with  certainty,  the  gen- 
uine character  of  her  disposition  or  temper.  No 
caprice  betrayed  her ;  no  predominant  shade  could 
be  marked  in  her  tears,  in  her  laugh,  or  in  her  smiles. 
Sometimes,  however,  I  have  thought  she  breathed  a 
softness  of  soul  that  tempted  me  to  believe  her  gen- 
erous ;  but,  when  I  considered  a  little,  the  inner 
recesses  of  her  heart  appeared  still  shut  against  the 
observer ;  and  I  well  knew,  that  even  poignant  sen- 
sibility is  not  inconsistent  with  predominant  selfish- 
ness. 

"  When  contemplating  Cleone,  I  have  often 
thought  of  that  beautiful  trait  in  the  description  of 
Petrarch's  Laura  ;  '  II  lampeggiar  delV  angelico 
risoJ  *  These  flashes  of  affection  breaking  from 
the  soul,  alone  display  the  truth,  generosity,  and 
tenderness,  that  deserve  a  friend.  These  gleams 
from  the  heart  show  us  all  its  intricacies,  its  weak- 
ness, and  its  vigour,  and  expose  it  naked  and  undis- 
guised to  the  spectator.  A  single  minute  will,  in 
tliis  way,  give  more  knowledge  of  a  character,  and 
justly,  therefore,  attract  more  confidence,  than  twenty 
years'  experience  of  refinement,  of  taste,  and  propri- 
ety of  conduct. 

*  The  lightning  of  her  angel  smile. 
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"  I  am  willing  to  believe  it  was  some  error  in 
education  which  had  wrapt  up  Cleone's  character 
in  so  much  obscurity,  and  not  any  natural  defect 
that  rendered  it  prudent  to  be  invisible.  If  there 
is  an  error  of  this  kind,  I  hope  your  Mirror  will 
expose  it,  and  prevent  it  from  robbing  superior 
minds  of  their  best  reward  —  the  confidence  of  each 
other. 

"  In  the  present  state  of  society,  we  have  few  op- 
portunities of  exhibiting  our  true  characters  by  our 
actions  ;  and  the  habits  of  the  world  soon  throw 
upon  our  manners  a  veil  that  is  impenetrable  to 
others,  and  nearly  so  to  ourselves.  Hence  the  only 
period  when  we  can  form  friendships  is  a  few  years 
in  youth ;  for  there  is  a  reserve  in  the  deportment, 
and  a  certain  selfishness  in  the  occupations  of  man- 
hood, unfavorable  to  the  forming  of  warm  attach- 
ment. It  is,  therefore,  fatal  to  the  very  source  of 
friendships,  if,  when  yet  children,  we  are  to  be  pre- 
maturely bedaubed  with  the  varnish  of  the  world. 
And  yet,  I  fear,  this  is  the  necessary  effect  of  mod- 
ern education. 

"  In  place  of  cherishing  the  amiable  simplicity  and 
frankness  of  children,  every  emanation  of  the  heart 
is  checked  by  the  constant  restraints,  dissimulation, 
and  frivolous  forms  of  fashionable  address,  with 
which  we  harass  them.  Hence  they  are  nearly 
the  same  at  fourteen  as  at  five-and-twenty,  when, 
after  a  youth  spent  in  joyless  dissipation,  they  enter 
life,  slaves  to  selfish  appetites  and  reigning  preju- 
dices, and  devoid  of  that  virtuous  energy  of  soul, 
which  strong  attachments,  and  the  habits  of  deserved 
confidence,  inspire.  Even  those  who,  like  Cleone, 
possess  minds  superior  to  the  common  mould,  though 
they  cultivate  their  talents  with  success,  and,  in 
some  measure,  educate  themselves  anew,  find  it  im- 
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possible  to  get  rid  entirely  of  that  artificial  manner, 
and  those  habits  of  restraint,  with  which  they  had 
been  so  early  imbued. 

"  Thus,  like  French  tailors  and  dancing-masters, 
pretending  to  add  grace  and  ornament  to  nature,  we 
constrain,  distort,  and  incumber  her  ;  whereas,  the 
education  of  a  polished  age  should,  like  the  drapery 
of  a  fine  statue  or  portrait,  confer  decency,  propri- 
ety, and  elegance,  and  gracefully  veil,  but  by  no 
means  conceal,  the  beautiful  forms  of  nature. 

"  L^LIUS." 
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Et  isti 
Errori  nomen  virltis  posuisset  hmiestum. 

HOR.  SAT.  i.  3.  41. 

I  WAS  lately  applied  to  by  a  friend,  in  behalf  of 
a  gentleman,  who,  he  said,  had  been  unfortunate  in 
life,  to  whom  he  was  desirous  of  doing  a  particular 
piece  of  service,  in  which  he  thought  my  assistance 
might  be  useful ;  "  Poor  fellow  !  "  said  he,  "  I  wish 
to  serve  him,  because  I  always  knew  him,  dissipated 
and  thoughtless  as  he  was,  to  be  a  good-hearted  man, 
guilty  of  many  imprudent  things,  indeed,  but  with- 
out meaning  any  harm  !  In  sh(;rt,  no  one's  enemy 
but  his  own." 

I  afterwards  learned  more  particularly  the  cir- 
cumstances of  this  gentleman's  life  and  conversa- 
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tion,  which  I  will  take  the  liberty  of  laying  before 
my  readers,  in  order  to  show  them  what  they  are  to 
understand  by  the  terms  used  by  my  friend,  terms 
which,  I  believe,  he  was  nowise  singular  in  using. 

The  person,  whose  interests  he  espoused,  was  heir 
to  a  very  considerable  estate.  He  lost  his  father 
when  an  infant ;  and  being,  unfortunately,  an  only 
son,  was  too  much  the  darling  of  his  mother  ever  to 
be  contradicted.  During  his  childhood  he  was  not 
suffered  to  play  with  his  equals,  because  he  was  to 
be  the  king  of  all  sports,  and  to  be  allowed  a  sover- 
eign and  arbitrai-y  dominion  over  the  persons  and 
properties  of  his  playfellows.  At  school,  he  was 
attended  by  a  servant,  who  helped  him  to  thrash 
boys  who  were  too  strong  to  be  thrashed  by  himself; 
and  had  a  tutor  at  home,  who  translated  the  Latin 
which  was  too  hard  for  him  to  translate.  At  col- 
lege, he  began  to  assume  the  man,  by  treating  at 
taverns,  making  parties  to  the  country,  tilling  his 
tutor  drunk,  and  hiring  blackguards  to  break  the 
windows  of  the  professor  with  whom  he  was  boarded. 
He  took  in  succession  the  degrees  of  a  wag,  a  pickle, 
and  a  lad  of  mettle.  For  a  while,  having  made  an 
elopement  with  his  mother's  maid,  and  fathered 
three  children  of  other  people,  he  got  the  appellation 
of  a  dissipated  dog  ;  but,  at  last,  betaking  himself 
entirely  to  the  bottle,  and  growing  red-faced  and  fat, 
he  obtained  the  denomination  of  an  honest  fellow ; 
which  title  he  continued  to  enjoy  as  long  as  he  had 
money  to  pay,  or  indeed  much  longer,  while  he  had 
credit  to  score  for  his  reckoning. 

During  this  last  part  of  his  progress,  he  married 
a  poor  girl,  whom  her  father,  from  a  mistaken  idea  of 
his  fortune,  forced  to  sacrifice  herself  to  his  wishes. 
After  a  very  short  space,  he  grew  too  indifferent 
al)out  her  to  use  her  ill,  and  broke   her   heart   with 
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the  best-natured  neglect  in  the  world.  Of  two  chil- 
dren whom  he  had  by  her,  one  died  at  nurse  soon 
after  the  death  of  its  motiier ;  the  eldest,  a  boy  of 
spirit,  like  his  fiither,  after  twice  running  away  from 
school,  was  at  last  sent  on  broad  a  Guinea-man,  and 
was  knocked  on  the  head  by  a  sailor,  in  a  quarrel 
about  a  negro  wench,  on  the  coast  of  Africa. 

Generosity,  however,  was  a  part  of  his  character 
which  he  never  forfeited.  Besides  lending  money 
genteelly  to  many  worthless  companions,  and  be- 
coming surety  for  every  man  who  asked  him,  he 
did  some  truly  charitable  actions  to  very  deserving 
objects.  These  were  told  to  his  honour ;  and  peo- 
ple who  had  met  with  refusals  from  more  consider- 
ate men,  spoke  of  such  actions  as  the  genuine  test 
of  feeling  and  humanity.  They  misinterpreted 
scripture  for  indulgence  to  his  errors  on  account  of 
his  charity,  and  extolled  the  goodness  of  his  heart 
in  every  company  where  he  was  mentioned.  Even 
while  his  mother,  during  her  last  illness,  was  obliged 
to  accept  of  money  from  her  physician,  because  she 
could  not  obtain  payment  of  her  jointure,  and  while, 
after  her  decease,  his  two  sisters  were  dunning  him 
every  day,  without  effect,  for  the  small  annuity  left 
them  by  their  father,  he  was  called  a  good-hearted 
man  by  three  fourths  of  his  acquaintance ;  and 
when,  after  having  pawned  their  clothes,  rather  than 
distress  him,  those  sisters  commenced  a  lawsuit  to 
force  him  to  do  them  justice,  the  same  impartial 
judges  pronounced  them  hard-hearted  and  unnatu- 
ral;  nay,  the  story  is  still  told  to  their  prejudice, 
tliough  they  now  prevent  their  brother  from  starv- 
ing, out  of  the  profits  of  a  little  shop  which  they 
were  then  obliged  to  set  up  for  their  support. 

The  abuse  of  the  terms  used  by  my  friend,  in  re- 
gard to  the  character  of  this  unfortunate  man,  would 
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be  sufficiently  striking  from  the  relation  I  have 
given,  vpithout  the  necessity  of  my  offering  any 
comment  on  it.  Yet  the  misapplication  of  them  is 
a  thousand  times  repeated  by  people  who  have 
known  and  felt  instances,  equally  glaring,  of  such 
injustice.  It  may  seem  invidious  to  lessen  the 
praises  of  any  praiseworthy  quality;  but  it  is  essen- 
tial to  the  interests  of  virtue,  that  insensibility 
should  not  be  allowed  to  assume  the  title  of  good- 
nature, nor  profusion  to  usurp  the  honours  of  gen- 
erosity. 

The  effect  of  such  misplaced  and  ill-founded  in- 
dulgence is  hurtful  in  a  double  degree.  It  encour- 
ages the  evil  which  it  forbears  to  censure,  and 
discourages  the  good  qualities  which  are  found  in 
men  of  decent  and  sober  characters.  If  we  look 
into  the  private  histories  of  unfortunate  families, 
we  shall  tind  most  of  their  calamities  to  have  pro- 
ceeded from  a  neglect  of  the  useful  duties  of  sobri- 
ety, economy,  and  attention  to  domestic  concerns, 
which,  though  they  shine  not  in  the  eye  of  the 
world,  nay,  are  often  subject  to  its  obloquy,  are  yet 
the  surest  guardians  of  virtue,  of  honour,  and  of 
independence. 

Be  just  before  you  are  generous,  is  a  good  old 
proverb,  which  the  profligate  hero  of  a  much  ad- 
mired comedy  is  made  to  ridicule,  in  a  well-turned, 
and  even  a  sentimental  period.  But  what  right  have 
those  squanderers  of  their  own  and  other  men's  for- 
tunes to  assume  the  merit  of  generosity  ?  Is  parting 
with  that  money,  which  they  value  so  little,  gener- 
osity ?  Let  them  restrain  their  dissipation,  their 
riot,  their  debauchery,  when  they  are  told  that  these 
bring  ruin  on  the  persons  and  families  of  the  honest 
and  the  industrious ;  let  them  sacrifice  one  pleasure 
to  humanity,  and  then  tell  us  of  their  generosity  and 
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their  feeling.  A  transient  instance,  in  which  the 
prodigal  relieved  want  with  his  purse,  or  the  thought- 
less debauchee  promoted  merit  by  his  interest,  no 
more  deserves  the  appellation  of  generosity,  than  the 
rashness  of  a  drunkard  is  entitled  to  the  praises  of 
valour,  or  the  freaks  of  a  madman  to  the  laurels  of 
genius. 

In  the  character  of  a  man,  considered  as  a  being 
of  any  respect  at  all,  we  immediately  see  a  relation 
to  his  friends,  his  neighbours,  and  his  country.  His 
duties  only  confer  real  dignity,  and,  what  may  not 
be  so  easily  allowed,  but  is  equally  true,  can  bestow 
real  pleasure.  I  know  not  an  animal  more  insig- 
nificant, or  less  happy,  than  a  man  without  any  ties 
of  affection,  or  any  exercise  of  duty.  He  must  be 
very  forlorn,  or  very  despicable,  indeed,  to  whom  it 
is  possible  to  apply  the  phrase  used  by  my  friend, 
in  chai'acterizing  the  person  whose  story  I  have  re- 
lated above,  and  to  say,  that  he  is  no  one's  enemy 
but  his  own. 
V 
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Non  satis  estpulckra  esse  2'oemata ;  dulcia  sunto. 

HOK.   AKS    POET.    99. 

Nature  is  forever  before  us.  We  can,  as  often 
as  we  please,  contemplate  the  variety  of  her  pro- 
ductions, and  feel  the  power  of  her  beauty.  We 
may   feast  our  imaginations  with   the  verdure  of 
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waving  groves,  the  diversified  colours  of  an  evening 
sky,  or  the  windings  of  a  limpid  river.  We  may 
dwell  with  lapture  on  those  more  sublime  exhibitions 
of  nature,  the  raging  tempest,  the  billowy  deep,  or 
the  stupendous  precipice,  that  lift  the  soul  with  de- 
lightful amazement,  and  seem  almost  to  suspend  her 
exertions.  These  beautiful  and  vast  appearances 
are  so  capable  of  affording  pleasure,  that  they  be- 
come favourite  subjects  with  the  poet  and  the 
painter ;  they  charm  us  in  description,  or  they  glow 
upon  canvas.  Indeed,  the  imitations  of  eminent 
artists  have  been  held  on  an  equal  footing,  in  re- 
gard to  the  pleasure  they  yield,  with  the  works  of 
nature  herself,  and  have  sometimes  been  deemed 
superior.  This  subject  deserves  attention  ;  how  it 
happens  that  the  descriptions  of  the  poet,  and  the 
imitations  of  the  painter,  seem  to  communicate 
more  delight  than  the  things  they  describe  or  im- 
itate. 

In  estimating  the  respective  merits  of  nature  and 
of  art,  it  will  readily  be  admitted,  that  the  prefer- 
ence, in  every  single  object,  is  due  to  the  former. 
Take  the  simplest  blossom  that  blows,  observe  its 
tints  or  its  structure,  and  you  will  own  them  unri- 
valled. What  pencil,  how  animated  soever,  can 
equal  the  glories  of  the  sky  at  sunset  ?  or  can  the 
representations  of  moonlight,  even  by  Homer,  Milton, 
and  Shakspeare,  be  more  exquisitely  finished  than 
the  real  scenery  of  a  moonlight  night  ? 

If  the  poet  and  painter  are  capable  of  yielding 
superior  pleasure,  in  their  exhibitions,  to  what  we 
receive  from  the  works  of  their  great  original,  it  is 
in  the  manner  of  grouping  their  objects,  and  by 
their  skill  in  arrangement.  In  particular,  they  give 
uncommon  delight,  by  attending  not  merely  to  unity 
of  design,   but  to  unity,  if  I  may  be   allowed  the 
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expression,  in  the  feelings  they  would  excite.  In 
the  works  of  nature,  unless  she  has  been  ornamented 
and  reformed  by  the  taste  of  an  ingenious  improver, 
intentions  of  this  sort  are  very  seldom  apparent. 
Objects  that  are  gay,  melancholy,  solemn,  tranquil, 
impetuous,  and  fantastic,  are  thi'own  together,  with- 
out any  regard  to  the  influences  of  arrangement,  or 
to  the  consistency  of  their  effects  on  the  mind.  The 
elegant  artist,  on  the  contrary,  though  his  works  be 
adorned  with  unbounded  variety,  suggests  only  those 
objects  that  excite  similar  or  kindred  emotions,  and 
excludes  every  thing  of  an  opposite,  or  even  of  a 
different  tendency.  If  the  scene  he  describes  be 
solemn,  no  lively  nor  fantastic  image  can  have 
admission  ;  but  if,  in  a  sprightly  mood,  he  displays 
scenes  of  festivity,  every  pensive  and  gloomy  thought 
is  debarred.  Thus  the  figures  he  delineates  have 
one  undivided  direction  ;  they  make  one  great  and 
entire  impression. 

To  illustrate  this  remark,  let  us  observe  the  con- 
duct of  Milton  in  his  two  celebrated  poems.  Allegro, 
and  II  Penseroso. 

In  the  Allegro,  meaning  to  excite  a  cheerful  mood, 
he  suggests  a  variety  of  objects ;  for  variety,  by 
giving  considerable  exercise  to  the  mind,  and  by  not 
suffering  it  to  rest  long  on  the  same  appearance, 
occasions  brisk  and  exhilarating  emotions.  Ac- 
cordingly, the  poet  shows  us,  at  one  glance,  and,  as 
it  were,  with  a  single  dash  of  his  pen,  — 

Russet  lawns,  <and  fallows  gray, 
Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray; 
Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast 
The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest  ; 
Jleadows  trim  with  daisies  pied, 
Shallow  brooks  and  rivers  wide. 

The  objects   themselves  are   cheerful ;  for,  besides 
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having  brooks,  meadows,  and  flowers,  we  have  the 
whistling  ploughman,  the  singing  milkmaid,  the 
mower  whetting  his  scythe,  and  the  shepherd  piping 
beneath  a  shade.  These  images,  so  numerous,  so 
various,  and  so  cheerful,  are  animated  by  lively 
contrasts  ;  we  have  the  mountains  opposed  to  the 
meadows,  "  Shallow  brooks  and  rivers  wide."  Add 
to  this,  that  the  charms  of  the  landscape  are  light- 
ened by  the  bloom  of  a  smiling  season  ;  and  that  the 
light  poured  upon  the  whole  is  the  delightful  radi- 
ance of  a  summer  morning:  — 

Right  against  the  eastern  gate, 
Where  the  great  sun  begins  his  state, 
Robed  in  flames  of  amber  light. 
The  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  dight. 

Every  image  is  lively  ;  every  thing  different  is  with- 
held ;  all  the  emotions  the  poet  excites  are  of  one 
character  and  complexion. 

Let  us  now  observe  the  conduct  of  his  II  Pen- 
seroso.  This  poem  is,  in  every  respect,  an  exact 
counterpart  to  the  former.  And  the  intention  of 
the  poet  being  to  promote  a  serious  and  solemn 
mood,  he  removes  every  thing  lively  :  "  Hence,  vain 
deluding  joys  !  "  He  quits  society ;  he  chooses 
silence,  and  opportunities  for  deep  reflection  :  "  Some 
still,  removed  place  will  fit."  The  objects  he  presents 
are  few.  In  the  quotation,  beginning  with  "  Russet 
lawns,"  there  are  eight  leading  images ;  in  the  fol- 
lowing, of  equal  length,  there  is  only  one  :  — 

To  behold  the  wandering  moon, 
Riding  near  her  highest  noon, 
Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray, 
Through  the  heav'n's  wide  pathless  way  ; 
And  oft  as  if  her  head  she  bow'd. 
Stooping  through  a  fleecy  cloud. 

The  sounds  that  can  be,  in  any  respect,  agreeable 
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to  him,  must  correspond  with  his  present  humour; 
not  the  song  of  the  milkmaid,  but  that  of  the  night- 
ingale ;  not  the  whistling  ploughman,  but  the  sound 
of  the  curfew.  His  images  succeed  one  another 
slowly,  without  any  rapid  or  abrupt  transitions, 
without  any  enlivening  contrasts  ;  and  he  will  have 
no  other  ligl)t  for  his  landscape  than  that  of  the 
moon  ;  or,  if  he  cannot  enjoy  the  scene  without  doors, 
he  will  have  no  other  light  within  than  that  of  dying 
embers,  or  of  a  solitary  lamp  at  midnight.  The 
times  and  the  place  he  chooses  for  his  retreat,  are 
perfectly  suited  to  his  employment ;  for  he  is  en- 
gaged in  deep  meditation,  and  in  considering 

What  worlds,  or  what  vast  regions  hold 
The  immortal  mind. 

Every  image  is  solemn ;  every  thing  different  is 
withheld ;  here,  as  before,  all  the  emotions  the  poet 
excites  are  of  one  character  and  complexion.  It  is 
owing,  in  a  great  measure,  to  this  attention  in  the 
writer,  to  preserve  unity  and  consistency  of  senti- 
ment, that,  notwithstanding  considerable  imperfec- 
tions in  the  language  and  versification,  Allegro  and 
II  Penseroso  have  so  many  admirers. 

The  skill  of  the  poet  and  painter,  in  forming  their 
works  so  as  to  excite  kindred  and  united  emotions, 
deserves  the  greater  attention,  that  persons  of  true 
taste  are  not  so  much  affected,  even  in  contemplating 
the  beauties  of  Nature,  with  the  mere  perception  of 
external  objects,  as  with  the  general  influences  of 
their  union  and  correspondence.  It  is  not  that 
particular  tree,  or  that  cavern,  or  that  cascade, 
which  affords  them  all  their  enjoyment ;  they  derive 
their  chief  pleasure  from  the  united  effect  of  the 
tree,  the  cavern,  and  the  cascade.  ■  A  person  of 
sensibility  will  be  less  able,  perliaps,  than  another, 
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to  give  an  exact  account  of  the  different  parts  of  an 
exquisite  landscape,  of  its  length,  width,  and  the 
number  of  objects  it  contains.  Yet  the  general 
effect  possesses  him  altogether,  and  produces  in  his 
mind  very  uncommon  sensations.  The  impulse, 
however,  is  tender,  and  cannot  be  described.  Indeed, 
it  is  the  power  of  producing  these  sensations  that 
gives  the  stamp  of  genuine  excellence,  in  particular, 
to  the  works  of  the  poet.  Verses  may  be  polished, 
and  may  glow  with  excellent  imagery  ;  but  unless, 
like  the  poems  of  Parnel,  or  the  lesser  poems  of 
Milton,  they  please  by  their  enchanting  influence 
on  the  heart,  and,  by  exciting  feelings  that  are  con- 
sistent, or  of  a  similar  tendency,  they  are  never 
truly  delightful.  Horace,  I  think,  expresses  this 
sentiment,  when  he  says  in  the  words  of  my  motto  : — 

Non  satis  est.pulchra  esse poemata  ;  dulda  sunto ; 

and  an  attention  to  this  circumstance  is  so  important, 
that,  along  with  some  other  exertions,  it  enables  the 
poet  and  painter,  at  least,  to  rival  the  works  of 
nature. 


No.   25.     TUESDAY,  APRIL  20,  1779. 


"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 

"  SIR, 

"  Some  time  ago,  I  troubled  you  with  a  letter, 
giving  an  account  of  a  particular  sort  of  grievance 
felt  bv  the  families  of  men  of  small  fortunes,  from 
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their  acquaintance  with  those  of  great  ones.  I  am 
emboklened,  by  the  favourable  reception  of  my  first 
letter,  to  write  you  a  second  upon  the  same  subject. 
"  You  will  remember,  Sir,  my  account  of  a  visit 
which  my  daughters  paid  to  a  great  lady  in  our 
neighbourhood,  and  of  the  effects  which  that  visit 
had  upon  them.  I  was  beginning  to  hope  that  time, 
and  the  sobriety  of  manners  which  home  exhibited, 
would  restore  tliem  to  their  former  situation,  when, 
unfortunately,  a  circumstance   happened,  still   more 

fatal  to  me  than  their  expedition  to .     This, 

Sir,  was  the  honour  of  a  visit  from  the  great  lady  in 
return. 

"I  was  just  returning  from  the  superintendence 
of  my  ploughs  in  a  field  I  have  lately  inclosed,  when 
I  was  met,  on  the  green  before  my  door,  by  a  gentle- 
man, for  such  I  took  him  to  be,  mounted  upon  a 
very  handsome  gelding,  who  asked  me,  by  the 
appellation  of  honest  friend,  if  this  was  not  Mr. 
Homespun's ;  and,  in  the  same  breath,  whether  the 
ladies  were  at  home  ?  I  told  him,  my  name  was 
Homespun,  the  house  was  mine,  and  my  wife  and 
daughters  were,  I  believed,  within.  Upon  this,  the 
young  man,  pulling  off  his  hat,  and  begging  my 
pardon  for  calling  me  honest,  said,  he  was  dispatched 

by  Lady ,  with  her  compliments  to  Mrs.  and 

Misses    Homespun  ;    and    that,    if  convenient,    she 
intended  herself  the  honour  of  dining  with  them,  on 

her  return  from  B park,  the  seat  of  another 

great  and  rich  lady  in  our  neighbourhood. 

"  I  confess,  Mr.  Mirror,  I  was  struck  somewhat 
of  a  heap  with  the  message  ;  and  it  would  not,  in  all 
probability  have  received  an  immediate  answer, 
had  it  not  been  overheard  by  my  eldest  daughter, 
who  had  come  to  the  window  on  the  appearance  of 
a  stranger.     '  Mr.  Papillot,'  said   she  immediately, 
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'  I  rejoice  to  see  you  ;  I  hope  your  lady  and  all  the 
family  are  well.'  '  Very  much  at  your  service, 
Ma'am,'  he  replied,  with  a  low  bow  ;  '  my  lady  sent 
me  before,  with  the  offer  of  her  best  compliments,  and 
that  if  convenient '  —  and  so  forth,  repeating  his  words 
to  me.  '  She  does  us  infinite  honour,'  said  .my  youn'» 
Madam ;  '  let  her  ladyship  know  how  happy  her 
visit  will  make  us;  but  in  the  mean  time,  Mr. 
Papillot,  give  your  horse  to  one  of  the  servants,  and 
come  in  and  have  a  glass  of  something  after  your 
ride.'  '  I  am  afi-aid,'  answered  he,  pulling  out  his 
right-hand  watch,  for,  would  you  believe  it.  Sir? 
the  fellow  had  one  in  each  fob,  '  I  shall  hardly  have 
time  to  meet  my  lady  at  the  place  she  appointed 
me.'  On  a  second  invitation,  however,  he  dis- 
mounted, and  went  into  the  house,  leaving  his  horse 
to  the  care  of  the  servants ;  but  the  servants,  as  my 
daughter  very  well  knew,  were  all  in  the  fields  at 
work  ;  so  I,  who  have  a  liking  for  a  good  horse,  and 
cannot  bear  to  see  him  neglected,  had  the  honour 
of  putting  Mr.  Papillot's  in  the  stable  myself 

"  After  about  an  hour's  stay,  for  the  gentleman 
seemed  to  forget  his  hurry  within  doors,  Mr.  Papil- 
lot departed.  My  daughters,  I  mean  the  two  polite 
ones,  observed  how  handsome  he  was  ;  and  added 
another  observation,  that  it  was  only  to  particular 
friends  my  lady  sent  messages  by  him,  who  was  her 
own  body  servant,  and  not  accustomed  to  such 
offices.  My  wife  seemed  highly  pleased  with  this 
last  remark  ;  I  was  about  to  be  angry ;  but  on  such 
occasions  it  is  not  my  way  to  say  much  ;  I  generally 
shrug  up  my  shoulders  in  silence  ;  yet,  as  I  said 
before,  Mr.  Mirror,  I  would  not  have  you  think  me 
hen-pecked. 

"  By  this  time,  every  domestic  about  my  house, 
male  and  female,  were  called  from  their  several  em- 
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ployments  to  assist  in  tlie  preparations  for  her  lady- 
ship's reception.  It  would  tire  you  to  enumerate 
the  various  shifts  that  were  made,  by  purchasing, 
borrowing,  &c.,  to  furnish  out  a  dinner  suitable  to 
the  occasion.  ]My  little  gray  poney,  which  I  keep 
for  sending  to  market,  broke  his  wind  in  tlie  cause, 
and  has  never  been  good  for  any  thing  since. 

''  Nor  was  there  less  ado  in  making  ourselves 
.and  our  attendants  fit  to  appear  before  sucli  com- 
pany. The  female  part  of  the  family  managed  the 
matter  pretty  easily ;  women,  I  observe,  having  a 
natural  taleiTT  that  way.  My  wife  took  upon  her- 
self the  charge  of  apparrelling  me  for  the  occasion. 
A  laced  suit,  which  I  had  worn  at  my  marriage, 
was  got  up  for  the  purpose;  but  the  breeches  burst 
a  seam  at  the  very  first  attempt  of  pulling  them 
on,  and  the  sleeves  of  the  coat  were  also  impracti- 
cable ;  so  she  was  forced  to  content  herself  with 
clothing  me  in  my  Sunday's  coat  and  breeches,  with 
the  laced  waistcoat  of  tiie  abovementioned  suit,  slit 
in  the  back,  to  set  them  off  a  little.  My  gardener, 
who  has  been  accustomed,  indeed,  to  serve  in  many 
capacities,  had  his  head  cropped,  curled,  and  pow- 
dered, for  the  part  of  the  butler ;  one  of  the  best  look- 
ing ploughboys  had  a  yellow  cape  clapjied  to  his 
Sunday's  coat,  to  make  him  pass  for  a  servant  in 
livery  ;  and  we  borrowed  my  son-in-law,  the  parson's 
man,  for  a  third  hand. 

"  All  this  was  accomplished,  though  not  without 
some  tumult  and  disorder,  before  the  arrival  of  the 
great  lady.  She  gave  us,  indeed,  more  time  for  the 
purpose  than  we  looked  ibr,  as  it  was  near  six 
o'clock  before  she  arrived.  But  this  was  produc- 
tive of  a  misfortune  on  the  other  hand ;  the  dinner 
my  poor  wife  had  bustled,  sweated,  and  scolded  for, 
was   so    overboiled,  overstewed,    and    overroasted, 
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that  it  needed  the  appetite  of  so  late  an  hour  to 
make  it  go  well  down  even  with  me,  who  am  not 
very  nice  in  these  matters  ;  luckily  her  ladyship,  as 
I  am  told,  never  eats  much,  for  fear  of  spoiling  her 
shape,  now  that  small  waists  have  come  into  fashion 
again. 

"  The  dinner,  however,  though  spoiled  in  the 
cooking,  was  not  thrown  away,  as  her  ladyship's 
train  made  shift  to  eat  the  greatest  part  of  it.  When 
I  say  her  train,  I  do  not  mean  her  servants  only,  of 
which  there  were  half  a  dozen  in  livery,  besides  the 
illustrious  Mr.  Papillot,  and  her  ladyship's  maid, 
gentlewoman  I  should  say,  who  had  a  table  to  them- 
selves. Her  parlour  attendants  were  equally  numer- 
ous, consisting  of  two  ladies  and  six  gentlemen, 
who  had  accompanied  her  ladyship  in  this  excur- 
sion, and  did  us  the  honour  of  coming  to  eat  and 
drink  with  us,  and  bringing  their  servants  to  do  the 
same,  though  we  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  them 
before. 

"  During  the  progi'ess  of  this  entertainment,  there 
were  several  little  embarrassments  which  might 
appear  ridiculous  in  description,  but  were  matters 
of  serious  distress  to  us.  Soup  was  spilled,  dishes 
overturned,  and  glasses  broken,  by  the  awkward- 
ness of  our  attendants ;  and  things  were  not  a  bit 
mended  by  my  wife's  solicitude,  who,  to  do  her  jus- 
tice, had  all  her  eyes  about  her,  to  correct  them. 

"  From  the  time  of  her  ladyship's  arrival,  it  was 
impossible  that  dinner  could  be  over  before  it  was 
dark  ;  this,  with  the  consideration  of  the  bad  road 
she  had  to  pass  through  in  her  way  to  the  next 
house  she  meant  to  visit,  produced  an  invitation 
from  my  wife  and  daughters  to  pass  the  night  with 
us ;  which,  after  a  few  words  of  apology  for  the 
trouble  she  gave  us,  and  a  few  more  of  the  honour 
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we  i-eceived,  was  agreed  to.  This  gave  rise  to  a 
new  scene  of  preparation,  rather  more  difficult  than 
that  before  dinner.  My  wife  and  I  were  dislodged 
from  our  own  apartment,  to  make  I'oom  for  our 
noble  guest.  Our  four  daughters  were  crammed  in 
by  us  and  slept  on  the  floor,  that  their  rooms  might 
be  left  for  the  two  ladies  and  four  of  the  gentlemen 
who  were  entitled  to  the  greatest  degree  of  respect ; 
for  the  remaining  two,  we  found  beds  at  my  son-in- 
law's.  My  two  eldest  daughters  had,  indeed,  little 
time  to  sleep,  being  closeted  the  greatest  part  of 
the  night  with  their  right  honourable  visitor.  My 
offices  were  turned  topsy-turvy  for  the  accoramoda*- 
tion  of  the  servants  of  my  guests,  and  my  own 
horses  turned  into  the  fields,  that  theirs  might  oc- 
cupy my  stable. 

"  All  these  are  hardships  of  their  kind,  Mr.  Mir- 
ror, which  the  honour  that  accompanies  them  seems 
to  me  not  fully  to  compensate  ;  but  these  are  slight 
grievances,  in  comparison  with  what  I  have  to  com- 
plain of  as  the  effects  of  this  visit.  The  malady  of 
my  two  eldest  daughters  is  not  only  returned  with 
increased  violence  upon  them,  but  has  now  com- 
municated itself  to  every  other  branch  of  my  family. 
My  wife,  formerly  a  decent  discreet  woman,  who 
liked  her  own  way,  indeed,  but  was  a  notable  man- 
ager, now  talks  of  this  and  that  piece  of  expense  as 
necessary  to  the  rank  of  a  gentlewoman,  and  has 
lately  dropped  some  bi'oad  hints,  that  a  winter  in 
town  is  necessary  to  the  accomplishment  of  one. 
My  two  younger  daughters  have  got  the  heads  that 
formerly  belonged  to  their  elder  sisters,  to  each  of 
whom,  unfortunately,  the  great  lady  presented  a  set 
of  feathers,  for  which  new  heads  were  essentially 
requisite. 

"The  inside  of  all  of  them  has  undergone  a  very 
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striking  metamorphosis,  from  this  one  night's  in- 
struction of  their  visitor.  There  is,  it  seems,  a 
fashion  in  morality,  as  well  as  in  dress  ;  and  the  pres- 
ent mode  is  not  quite  so  strait-laced  as  the  stays  are. 
My  two  fine  ladies  talked,  a  few  mornings   ago,  of 

such  a   gentleman's   connection   with   Miss  C , 

and  such  another's  arrangement  with  Lady  G -, 

with  all  the  ease  in  the  world ;  yet  these  words  I 
find,  being  interpreted,  mean  nothing  less  than  for- 
nication and  adultery.  I  sometimes  remonstrate 
warmly,  especially  when  I  have  my  son-in-law  to 
back  me,  against  these  new-fangled  freedoms  ;  but 
another  doctrine  they  have  learned  is,  that  a  father 
and  a  parson  may  preach  as  they  please,  but  are  to 
be  followed  only  according  to  the  inclination  of  their 
audience.     Indeed,  I  could  not  help  observing,  that 

my  Lady never  mentioned  her  absent  lord, 

who,  I  understand,  is  seldom  of  her  parties,  except 
sometimes  to  let  us  know  how  much  she  differed  in 
opinion  from  him. 

"  This  contempt  of  authority,  and  affectation  of 
fashion,  has  gone  a  step  lower  in  my  household. 
My  gardener  has  tied  his  hair  behind,  and  stolen 
my  fiour  to  powder  it,  ever  since  he  saw  Mr.  Pap- 
illot ;  and  yesterday  he  gave  me  warning  that  he 
should  leave  me  next  term,  if  I  did  not  take  him 
into  the  house,  and  provide  another  hand  for  the 
work  in  the  garden.  I  found  a  great  hoyden,  who 
washes  ray  daughters'  linen,  sitting,  the  other  after- 
noon, dressed  in  one  of  their  cast  fiy-caps,  entertain- 
ing this  same  oaf  of  a  gardener,  and  the  wives  of 
two  of  my  farm-servants,  with  tea,  forsooth  ;  and 
when  I  chid  her  for  it,  she  replied,  that  Mrs.  Dim- 
ity,  my   Lady  -'s   gentlewoman,  told  her  all 

the  maids  at had  tea,  and   saw   company  of 

an  afternoon. 
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"  But  I  am  resolved  on  a  reformation,  Mr.  Mir- 
ror, and  shall  let  my  wife  and  daughters  know,  that 
I  will  be  master  of  my  own  house  and  my  own  ex- 
penses, and  will  neither  be  made  a  fool  nor  a  beggar, 
though  it  were  after  the  manner  of  the  greatest 
lord  in  Christendom.  Yet  I  confess  I  am  always 
for  trying  gentle  methods  first.  I  beg,  therefore, 
that  you  will  insert  this  in  your  next  paper,  and 
add  to  it  some  exhortations  of  your  own  to  prevail 
on  them,  if  possible,  to  give  over  a  behaviour,  which 
I  think,  under  favour,  is  rather  improper  even  in 
great  folks,  but  is  certainly  ruinous  to  little  ones. 
"  I  am,  &c., 

"John  Homespun." 

Mr.  Homespun's  relation,  too  valuable  to  be 
shortened,  leaves  me  not  room  at  present  for  any 
observations.  But  I  have  seen  the  change  of  man- 
ners among  some  of  my  countrywomen,  for  several 
years  past,  with  the  most  sensible  regret ;  and  I 
intend  soon  to  devote  a  paper  to  a  serious  remon- 
strance with  them  on  the  subject. 
Z 
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Nothing  can  give  a  truer  picture  of  the  man- 
ners of  any  particular  age,  or  point  out  more 
strongly  those  circumstances  which  distinguish  it 
from  others,  than  the  change  that  takes  place  in  the 
rules  established  as  to  the  external  conduct  of  men 
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in  society,  or  in  what  may  be  called  the  system  of 
politeness. 

It  were  absurd  to  say,  that,  from  a  man's  external 
conduct,  we  are  always  to  judge  of  the  feelings  of 
his  mind  ;  but,  certainly,  when  there  are  rules  laid 
down  for  men's  external  behaviour  to  one  another, 
we  may  conclude  that  there  are  some  general  feel- 
ings prevalent  among  the  people  which  dictate  those 
rules,  and  make  a  deviation  from  them  be  considered 
as  improper.  When  at  any  time,  therefore,  an 
alteration  in  those  general  I'ules  takes  place,  it  is 
reasonable  to  suppose  that  the  change  has  been  pro- 
duced by  some  alteration  in  the  feelings,  and  in  the 
ideas  of  propriety  and  impropriety,  of  the  people. 

Whoever  considers  the  rules  of  external  behaviour 
established  about  a  century  ago,  must  be  convinced, 
that  much  less  attention  was  then  paid  by  men  of  high 
rank  to  the  feelings  of  those  beneath  them,  than  in 
the  present  age.  In  that  era,  a  man  used  to  meas- 
ure out  his  complaisance  to  others  according  to  the 
degree  of  rank  in  which  they  stood,  compared  with 
his  own.  A  peer  had  a  certain  manner  of  address 
and  salutation  to  a  peer  of  equal  rank,  a  ditferent 
one  to  a  peer  of  an  inferior  order,  and,  to  a  com- 
moner, the  mode  of  address  was  diversified  ac- 
cording to  the  antiquity  of  his  family,  or  the  ex- 
tent of  his  possessions  ;  so  that  a  stranger,  who 
happened  to  be  present  at  the  levee  of  a  great 
man,  could,  with  tolerable  certainty,  by  examining 
his  features,  or  attending  to  the  lowness  of  his  bow, 
judge  of  the  ditferent  degrees  ofdignity  among  his 
visitors. 

Were  it  the  purpose  of  the  present  paper,  this 
might  be  traced  back  to  a  very  remote  period.  By 
the  Earl  of  Northumberland's  household  book,  be- 
gun in   the  year  1512,  it  appears,  that  my  lord's 
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board-end,  that  is  to  say,  the  end  of  the  table  where 
he  and  his  principal  guests  were  seated,  was  served 
with  a  different  and  more  delicate  sort  of  viands, 
than  those  allotted  to  the  lower  end.  "  It  is  thought 
good,"  saj's  that  curious  record,  "  that  no  pluvers  be 
brought  at  no  time  but  only  in  Christmas,  and  prin- 
cipal feasts,  and  my  lord  to  be  served  therewith, 
and  his  board-end,  and  no  other."  —  The  line  of 
distinction  was  marked  by  a  large  salt-cellar,  placed 
in  the  middle  of  the  table,  above  which,  at  my  lord's 
board-end,  sat  the  distinguished  guests,  and  below  it 
those  of  an  inferior  class. 

In  this  country,  and  in  a  period  nearer  our  own 
times,  we  have  heard  of  a  Highland  chieftain,  who 
died  not  half  a  century  ago,  remarkable  for  his 
hospitality,  and  for  having  his  table  constantly 
crowded  with  a  number  of  guests  ;  possessing  a 
high  idea  of  the  dignity  of  his  family,  and  warmly 
attached  to  ancient  manners,  he  was  in  use  very 
nicely  to  discriminate,  by  his  behaviour  to  them,  the 
ranks  of  the  different  persons  be  entertained.  The 
liead  of  the  table  was  occupied  by  himself,  and  the 
rest  of  the  company  sat  nearer  or  more  remote  from 
liim  according  to  their  respective  ranks.  All,  in- 
deed, were  allowed  to  partake  of  the  same  food  ;  but 
when  the  liquor  was  produced,  which  was,  at  that 
time,  and  perhaps  still  is,  in  some  parts  of  Scotland, 
accounted  the  principal  part  of  a  feast,  a  different 
sort  of  beverage  was  assigned  to  the  guests,  accord- 
ing to  their  different  dignities.  The  chieftain  him- 
self, and  his  family,  or  near  relations,  drank  wine  of 
the  best  kind  ;  to  persons  next  in  degree,  was  allot- 
ted wine  of  an  inferior  sort ;  and  to  guests  of  a  still 
lower  rank,  were  allowed  only  those  liquors  which 
were  the  natural  produce  of  the  country.  This  dis- 
tinction was  agreeable  to  the  rules  of  politeness  at 
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that  time  established  ;  the  entertainer  did  not  feel 
any  thing  disagreeable  in  making  it ;  nor  did  any  of 
the  entertained  think  themselves  entitled  to  take  this 
treatment  amiss. 

It  must  be  admitted,  that  a  behaviour  of  this  sort 
would  not  be  consonant  to  the  rules  of  politeness 
established  in  the  present  age.  A  man  of  good- 
breeding  now  considers  the  same  degree  of  attention 
to  be  due  to  every  man  in  the  rank  of  a  gentleman, 
be  his  fortune  or  the  antiquity  of  his  family  what 
it  may ;  nay,  a  man  of  real  politeness  will  feel  it 
rather  more  incumbent  on  him  to  be  attentive  and 
complaisant  to  his  inferiors  in  these  respects,  than  to 
his  equals.  The  idea  which,  in  modern  times,  is  en- 
tertained of  politeness,  points  out  such  a  conduct. 
It  is  founded  on  this,  that  a  man  of  a  cultivated 
mind  is  taught  to  feel  a  greater  degree  of  pleasure 
in  attending  to  the  ease  and  happiness  of  people  with 
whom  he  mixes  in  society,  than  in  studying  his  own. 
On  this  account  he  gives  up  what  would  be  agreeable 
to  his  own  taste,  because  he  finds  more  satisfaction 
in  humouring  the  taste  of  others.  Thus  a  gentle- 
man nowadays  takes  the  lowest  place  at  his  own 
table ;  and,  if  there  be  any  delicacy  there,  it  is  set 
apart  for  his  guests.  The  entertainer  finds  a  much 
more  sensible  pleasure  in  bestowing  it  on  them,  than 
in  taking  it  to  himself. 

From  the  same  cause,  if  a  gentleman  be  in  com- 
pany with  another,  not  so  opulent  as  himself,  or 
however  wortliy,  not  possessed  of  the  same  degree 
of  those  adventitious  honours  which  are  held  in  es- 
teem by  the  world,  politeness  will  teach  the  former 
to  pay  peculiar  attention  and  observation  to  the 
latter.  Men,  even  of  the  highest  minds,  when  they 
are  first  introduced  into  company  with  their  supe- 
riors  in   rank  or  fortune,  are  apt  to  feel  a  certain 
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degree  of  awkwardness  and  uneasiness  which  it 
requires  some  time  and  habit  to  wear  off.  A  man 
of  fortune  or  of  rank,  if  possessed  of  a  sensible 
mind  and  real  politeness,  will  feel,  and  be  at  partic- 
ular pains  to  remove  this.  Hence,  he  will  be  led 
to  be  rather  more  attentive  to  those  who,  in  the 
eyes  of  the  multitude,  are  reckoned  his  inferioi'S, 
than  to  others  who  are  more  upon  a  footing  with 
him. 

It  is  not  proj)osed,  in  this  paper,  to  inquire  what 
are  the  causes  of  the  differences  of  men's  ideas,  as 
to  the  rules  of  politeness  in  this  and  the  former  age. 
It  is  sufficient  to  observe,  and  the  reflection  is  a 
very  pleasant  one,  that  the  modern  rules  of  good- 
breeding  must  give  us  a  higiier  idea  of  the  human- 
ity and  refinement  of  this  age  than  of  the  former ; 
and,  though  the  mode  of  behaviour  above  mentioned 
may  not  be  universally  observed  in  practice,  yet  it 
is  hoped  it  will  not  be  disputed,  that  it  is  conso- 
nant to  the  rules  which  are  now  pretty  generally 
established. 

It  ought,  however,  to  be  observed,  that  when  we 
speak,  even  at  this  day,  of  good-breeding,  of  polite- 
ness, of  complaisance,  these  expressions  are  always 
confined  to  our  behaviour  towards  those  who  are 
considered  to  be  in  the  rank  of  gentlemen ;  but  no 
system  of  politeness  or  of  complaisance  is  estab- 
lished, at  least  in  this  country,  for  our  behaviour  to 
those  of  a  lower  station.  The  rules  of  good  breed- 
ing do  not  extend  to  them  ;  and  he  may  be  esteemed 
the  best-bred  man  in  the  world  who  is  a  very  brute 
to  his  servants  and  dependents. 

This  I  cannot  help  considering  as  a  matter  of  re- 
gret, and  it  were  to  be  wished  that  the  same  human- 
ity and  refinement,  Avhich  recommends  an  equal 
attention  to  all  in  the  rank  of  irenllemen,  would  ex- 
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tend  some  degree  of  that  attention  to  those  who  are 
in  stations  below  them. 

It  will  require  but  little  observation  to  be  satis- 
fied, that  all  men,  in  whatever  situation,  are  en- 
dowed with  the  same  feelings,  though  education  or 
example  may  give  them  a  different  modification  ; 
and  that  one  in  the  lowest  rank  of  life  may  be  sen- 
sible of  a  piece  of  insolence,  or  an  affront,  as  well  as 
one  in  the  highest.  Na}^,  it  ought  to  be  considered, 
that  the  greater  the  disproportion  of  rank,  the  af- 
front will  be  the  more  sensibly  felt;  the  greater  the 
distance  from  which  it  comes,  and  the  more  unable 
the  person  affronted  to  revenge  it,  by  so  much  the 
heavier  will  it  fall. 

It  is  not  meant,  that  in  our  transactions  with  men 
of  a  very  low  station,  and  who,  from  their  circum- 
stances, and  the  wants  of  society,  must  be  employed 
in  servile  labour,  we  are  to  behave,  in  all  respects,  as 
to  those  who  are  in  the  rank  of  gentlemen.  The 
thing  is  impossible,  and  such  men  do  not  expect  it. 
But  in  all  our  intercourse  with  them,  we  ought  to 
consider  that  they  are  men  possessed  of  like  feelings 
with  ourselves,  which  nature  has  given  them,  and 
which  no  situation  can  or  ought  to  eradicate.  When 
we  employ  them  in  the  labour  of  life,  it  ought  to  be 
our  study  to  demand  that  labour  in  the  manner 
easiest  to  them ;  and  we  should  never  forget  that 
gentleness  is  part  of  the  wages  we  owe  them  for 
their  service. 

Yet  how  many  men,  in  other  respects  of  the  best 
and  most  respectable  characters,  are,  from  inadver- 
tency, or  the  force  of  habit,  deaf  to  those  consid- 
erations !  and,  indeed,  the  tiling  has  been  so  little 
attended  to,  that  in  this,  which  has  been  called  a 
polite  age,  complaisance  to  servants  and  depend- 
ents is  not,  as  I  have  already  observed,  at  least  in 
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this  country,  considered  as  making  any  part  of  po- 
liteness. 

But  there  is  another  set  of  persons  still  more  ex- 
posed to  be  treated  roughly  than  even  domestic  ser- 
vants, and  these  are,  the  waiters  at  inns  and  taverns. 
Between  a  master  and  servant,  a  certain  connection 
subsists,  which  prevents  the  former  from  using  the 
latter  very  ill.  The  servant,  if  he  is  good  for  any 
thing,  naturally  forms  an  attachment  to  his  master, 
and  to  his  interest,  which  produces  a  mutual  inter- 
course of  kindness  between  them.  But  no  connec- 
tion of  this  sort  can  be  formed  with  the  temporary 
attendants  above  mentioned.  Hence  the  monstrous 
abuse  which  such  persons  frequently  suffer  ;  every 
traveller,  and  every  man  who  enters  a  tavern,  thinks 
he  is  entitled  to  vent  his  own  ill-humour  upon  them, 
and  volleys  of  curses  are  too  often  the  only  language 
they  meet  with. 

Having  mentioned  the  waiters  in  inns  and  taverns, 
I  cannot  avoid  taking  particular  notice  of  the  treat- 
ment to  which  those  of  the  female  sex,  who  are 
employed  in  places  of  that  sort,  are  often  exposed. 
Their  situation  is,  indeed,  peculiarly  unfortunate.  If 
a  girl  in  an  inn  happen  to  be  handsome,  and  a  par- 
cel of  young  thoughtless  fellows  cast  their  eyes  upon 
her,  she  is  immediately  made  the  subject  of  taunt 
and  merriment;  coarse  and  indecent  jokes  are  often 
uttered  in  her  hearing,  and  conversation  shocking  to 
modest  ears  is  frequently  addressed  to  her.  The 
poor  girl,  all  the  while,  is  at  a  loss  how  to  behave  ; 
if  she  ventures  on  a  spirited  answer,  the  probable 
consequence  will  be,  to  raise  the  mirth  of  the  face- 
tious company,  and  to  expose  her  to  a  repetition  of 
insults,  li',  guided  by  the  feelings  of  modesty,  she 
avoid  the  presence  of  the  impertinent  guests,  she  is 
complained  of  for  neglecting  her  duty  ;  she  loses  the 
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little  perquisite  which,  otherwise,  she  would  be  enti- 
tled to ;  perhaps  disobliges  her  mistress,  and  loses 
her  place.  Whoever  attends,  but  for  a  moment,  to 
the  case  of  a  poor  girl  so  situated,  if  he  be  not  lost 
to  all  sense  of  virtue,  must  feel  his  heart  relent  at 
the  cruelty  of  taking  advantage  of  such  a  situation. 
But  the  misfortune  is,  that  we  seldom  attend  to  such 
cases  at  all;  we  sometimes  think  of  the  fatigues  and 
sufferings  incident  to  the  bodies  of  our  inferiors  ; 
but  we  scarcely  ever  allow  any  sense  of  pain  to  their 
minds. 

Among  the  French,  whom  we  mimic  in  much  false 
politeness,  without  learning  from  them,  as  we  might 
do,  much  of  the  true,  the  observances  of  good  breed- 
ing are  not  confined  merely  to  gentlemen,  but  extend 
to  persons  of  the  lowest  ranks.  Thus  a  Frenchman 
hardly  ever  addresses  any  man,  however  mean  his 
condition,  without  calling  liim  Monsieur,  and  the 
poorest  woman  in  a  country  village  is  addressed  by 
the  appellation  of  Madame.  The  accosting,  in  this 
manner,  people  of  so  very  low  a  rank,  in  the  same 
terms  with  those  so  much  their  superiors,  may  per- 
haps appear  extravagant ;  but  the  practice  shows 
how  much  that  refined  and  elegant  people  are  atten- 
tive to  the  feelings  of  the  meanest,  when  they  have 
extended  the  rules  and  ceremonial  of  politeness  even 
to  them. 
S 


NO.    27.  MIRROR.  161 


No.    27.     TUESDAY,  APRIL  27,  1779. 


There  is  a  kind  of  moumful  eloquence 
In  thy  dumb  grief,  which  shames  all  clamorous  sorrow. 

lee's  theodosius. 

A  VERY  amiable  and  much  respected  friend  of 
mine,  whose  real  name  I  shall  conceal  under  that 
of  Wentworth,  had  lately  the  misfortune  of  losing  a 
wife,  who  was  not  only  peculiarly  beautiful,  but 
whose  soul  was  the  mansion  of  every  virtue,  and 
of  every  elegant  accomplishment.  She  was  sud- 
denly cut  oif  in  the  flower  of  her  age,  after  having 
lived  twelve  years  with  the  best  and  most  affection- 
ate of  husbands.  A  perfect  similarity  of  temper 
and  disposition,  a  kindred  delicacy  of  taste  and 
sentiment,  had  linked  their  hearts  together  in  early 
youth,  and  each  succeeding  year  seemed  but  to  add, 
new  strength  to  their  alfection.  Though  possessed 
of  an  affluent  fortune,  they  preferred  the  tranquillity 
of  the  country  to  all  the  gay  pleasures  of  the  capital. 
In  the  cultivation  of  their  estate,  in  cherishing  the 
virtuous  industry  of  its  inhabitants,  in  ornamenting 
a  beautiful  seat,  in  the  society  of  one  another,  in  the 
innocent  prattle  of  their  little  children,  and  in  the 
company  of  a  few  friends,  Mr.  Wentworth  and  his 
Amelia  found  every  wish  gratified,  and  their  happi- 
ness complete. 

My  readers  will  judge  then,  what  must  have  been 
Mr.  Wentworth's  feelings,  when  Amelia  was  thus 
suddenly  torn  from  him,  in  the  very  prime  of  her 
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life,  and  in  tlie  midst  of  lier  felicity.  I  dreaded  tlie 
effects  of  it  upon  a  mind  of  his  nice  and  delicate 
sensibility;  and  receiving  a  letter  from  his  brother, 
requesting  me  to  come  to  them,  I  hasted  thither,  to 
endeavour,  by  my  presence,  to  assuage  his  grief, 
and  prevent  those  fatal  consequences  of  which  I 
was  so  apprehensive. 

As  I  approaclied  the  house,  the  sight  of  all  the 
well-known  scenes  brought  fresh  into  my  mind  the 
remembrance  of  Amelia ;  and  I  felt  myself  but  ill 
qualified  to  act  the  part  of  a  comforter.  When  my 
carriage  stopped  at  the  gate,  I  trembled,  and  would 
have  given  the  world  to  go  back.  A  heartfelt 
sorrow  sat  on  the  countenance  of  every  servant ; 
and  I  walked  into  the  house  without  a  word  being 
uttered.  In  the  hall  I  was  met  by  the  old  butler, 
who  has  grown  grayheaded  in  the  family,  and  he 
hastened  to  conduct  me  up  stall's.  As  I  walked  up, 
I  commanded  firmness  enough  to  say,  "  Well,  Wil- 
liam, how  is  Mr.  Wentworth  ? "  The  old  man, 
turning  about  with  a  look  that  pierced  my  heart, 

said,  "  O,  Sir,  our  excellent  lady!"^ •  Here 

his  grief  overwhelmed  him ;  and  it  was  with  diffi- 
culty he  was  able  to  open  to  me  the  door  of  tlie 
apartment. 

Mr.  Wentworth  ran  and  embraced  me  with  the 
warmest  affection ;  and  after  a  few  moments,  as- 
sumed a  firmness,  and  even  an  ease,  that  surprised 
me.  His  brother,  with  a  sister  of  Amelia's,  and 
some  other  friends  that  were  in  the  room,  appeared 
more  overpowered  than  my  friend  himself,  who,  by 
the  fortitude  of  his  behaviour,  seemed  rather  to 
moderate  the  grief  of  those  around  him,  than  to 
demand  their  compassion  for  himself.  By  liis  gentle 
and  kind  attentions,  he  seemed  anxious  to  relieve 
their  sorrow  ;  and,  by  a  sort  of  concerted  tranquillity, 
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strove  to  prevent  their  discovering  any  symptoms 
of  the  bitter  anguish  which  preyed  upon  his  mind. 
His  countenance  was  pale,  and  his  eyes  betrayed 
that  his  heart  was  ill  at  ease  ;  but  it  was  that  silent 
and  majestic  sorrow  which  commands  our  reverence 
and  our  admiration. 

Next  morning,  after  breakfast,  I  chanced  to  take 
up  a  volume  of  Metastasio,  that  lay  amongst  other 
books  upon  a  table  ;  and  as  I  was  turning  over  the 
leaves,  a  slip  of  paper,  with  something  written  on  it, 
dropped  upon  the  floor.  Mr.  Wentworth  picked  it 
up  ;  and  as  he  looked  at  it,  I  saw  the  tears  start  from 
his  eyes,  and  fetching  a  deep  sigh,  he  uttered  in  a 
low  and  broken  voice,  "  My  poor  Amelia  ! "  —  It  was 
the  translation  of  a  favourite  passage  which  she  had 
been  attempting,  but  had  left  unfinished.  As  if 
uneasy  lest  I  had  perceived  his  emotion,  he  care- 
lessly threw  his  arm  over  my  shoulder,  and  reading 
aloud  a  few  lines  of  the  page  which  I  held  open  in 
my  hand,  he  went  into  some  remarks  on  the  poetry 
of  that  elegant  author.  Some  time  after,  I  observed 
him  take  up  the  book,  and  carefully  replacing  the 
slip  of  paper  where  it  had  been,  put  the  volume  in 
his  pocket. 

Mr.  Wentworth  proposed  that  we  should  walk 
out,  and  that  he  himself  would  accompany  us.  As 
we  stepped  through  the  hall,  one  of  my  friend's 
youngest  boys  came  running  up,  and  catching  his 
papa  by  the  liand,  cried  out  with  joy,  that  "  Mamma's 
Rover  was  returned."  This  was  a  spaniel  who  had 
been  the  favourite  of  Amelia,  and  had  followed  her 
in  all  her  walks ;  but  after  her  death,  had  been  sent 
to  the  house  of  a  villager,  to  be  out  of  the  immediate 
si<^ht  of  the  family.  Having  somehow  made  its 
escape  from  thence,  the  dog  had  that  morning  found 
his  wav  home ;  and,  as  soon  as  he  saw  Mr.  Went- 
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worth,  leaped  upon  him  with  an  exce>s  of  fondness. 
I  saw  my  friend's  lips  and  cheeks  quiver.  He 
catched  his  little  Frank  in  his  arras ;  and,  for  a  few 
moments,  hid  his  face  in  his  neck. 

As  we  traversed  his  delightful' grounds,  many 
different  scenes  naturally  recalled  the  remembrance 
of  Amelia.  My  friend,  indeed,  in  order  to  avoid 
some  of  her  favourite  walks,  had  conducted  us  an 
unusual  road  ;  but  what  corner  could  be  found  that 
did  not  bear  the  traces  of  her  hand  ?  Her  elegant 
taste  had  marked  the  peculiar  beauty  of  each  differ- 
ent scene,  and  had  brought  it  forth  to  view  with 
such  a  happy  delicacy  of  art,  as  to  make  it  seem 
the  work  of  nature  alone.  As  we  crossed  certain 
paths  in  the  woods,  and  passed  by  some  rustic  build- 
ings, I  could  sometimes  discern  an  emotion  in  my 
friend's  countenance  ;  but  he  instantly  stifled  it  with 
a  firmness  and  dignity  that  made  me  careful  not  to 
seem  to  observe  it. 

Towards  night,  Mr.  Wentworth  having  stolen  out 
of  the  room,  his  brother  and  I  stepped  out  to  a  ter- 
race behind  the  house.  It  was  the  dusk  of  the 
evening,  the  air  was  mild  and  serene,  and  the  moon 
was  rising  in  all  her  brightness  from  the  cloud  of 
the  east.  The  fineness  of  the  night  made  us  extend 
our  walk,  and  we  strayed  into  a  hollow  valley, 
whose  sides  are  covered  with  trees  overhanging  a 
brook  that  pours  itself  along  over  broken  rocks. 
We  approached  a  rustic  grotto,  placed  in  a  seques- 
tered corner,  under  a  half-impending  rock.  My 
companion  stopped.  "  This,"  said  he,  "  was  one  of 
Amelia's  walks,  and  that  grotto  was  her  favourite 
evening  retreat.  The  last  night  she  ever  walked 
out,  and  the  very  evening  she  caught  that  fatal 
fever,  I  was  with  my  brother  and  her,  while  we  sat 
and  read  to  each  other  in  that  very  place."     While 
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he  spoke,  we  perceived  a  man  steal  out  of  the  grotto, 
and,  avoiding  us,  take  his  way  by  a  path  through  a 
thicket  of  trees  on  tiie  other  side.  "  It  is  my  brother," 
said  young  Wentworth  ;  '•  he  has  been  here  in  his 
Amelia's  favourite  grove,  indulging  that  grief  he  so 
cai'efuUy  conceals  from  us." 

We  returned  to  the  house,  and  found  Mr.  Went- 
worth with  the  rest  of  the  company.  He  forced  on 
some  conversation,  and  even  affected  a  degree  of 
gentle  pleasantry  during  the  whole  evening. 

Such,  in  short,  is  tlie  noble  deportment  of  my 
friend,  that,  in  place  of  finding  it  necessary  to  tem- 
per and  moderate  his  grief,  I  must  avoid  seeming  to 
perceive  it,  and  dare  scarcely  appear  even  to  think 
of  the  heavy  calamity  which  has  befallen  him.  I 
too  well  know  what  he  feels ;  but  the  more  I  know 
this,  the  more  does  the  recollection  of  his  dignity 
and  fortitude  excite  my  admiration,  and  command 
my  silent  attention  and  respect. 

How  very  different  is  this  dignified  and  reserved 
sorrow,  from  that  weak  and  teasing  grief  which 
disgusts,  by  its  sighs  and  tears,  and  clamorous 
lamentations !  How  much  does  such  noble  fortitude 
of  deportment  call  forth  our  regard  and  reverence  ! 
How  much  is  a  character  in  other  respects  estimable, 
degraded  by  a  contrary  demeanour  !  How  much 
does  the  excessive,  the  importunate,  and  unmanly 
grief  of  Cicero,  diminish  the  very  high  respect 
which  we  should  otherwise  entertain  for  the  exalted 
character  of  that  illustrious  Roman  ! 

Writers  on  practical  morality  have  described  and 
analyzed  the  passion  of  grief,  and  have  pretended  to 
prescribe  remedies  for  restoring  the  mind  to  tran- 
quillity ;  but,  I  believe,  little  benefit  has  been  derived 
from  any  thing  they  have  advised.  To  tell  a  person 
in  grief  that  time  will  relieve  him,  is  truly  applying 
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no  remedy  ;  and  to  bid  him  reflect  how  many  others 
there  may  be  who  are  more  wretched,  is  a  very  in- 
efficacious one.  The  truth  is,  tliat  the  excess  of 
this,  as  well  as  of  other  passions,  must  be  prevented 
rather  than  cured.  It  must  be  obviated  by  our 
attaining  that  evenness  and  equality  of  tempei*, 
which  can  arise  only  from  an  improved  understand- 
ing, and  an  habitual  intercourse  with  refined  society. 
These  will  not,  indeed,  exempt  us  from  the  pangs 
of  sorrow,  but  will  enable  us  to  bear  them  with  a 
noble  grace  and  propriety,  and  will  render  the 
presence  of  our  friends,  which  is  the  only  remedy, 
a  very  effectual  cure. 

This  is  well  explained  by  a  philosopher,  who  is 
no  less  eloquent  than  he  is  profound.  He  justly 
observes,  that  we  naturally,  on  all  occasions,  endeav- 
our to  bring  down  our  own  passions,  to  that  pitch 
which  those  about  us  can  correspond  with.  We 
view  ourselves  in  the  light  in  which  we  think  they 
view  us,  and  seek  to  suit  our  behaviour  to  what  we 
think  their  feelings  can  go  along  with.  With  an 
intimate  friend,  acquainted  with  every  circumstance 
of  our  situation,  we  can,  in  some  measure,  give  way 
to  our  grief,  but  are  more  calm  than  when  by  our- 
selves. Before  a  common  acquaintance,  we  assume 
a  greater  sedateness.  Before  a  mixed  assembly, 
we  affect  a  still  more  considerable  degree  of  com- 
posure. Thus,  by  the  company  of  our  friends  at 
first,  and  afterwards  by  mingling  with  society,  we 
come  to  suit  our  deportment  to  what  we  think  they 
will  approve  of;  we  gradually  abate  the  violence  of 
our  passion,  and  restore  our  mind  to  its  wonted 
tranquillity. 
Y 
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—  Currit  ad  Indos, 
—  Pauperiem  fucjiens.  hok.  ep.  i.  45. 

"  And  did  you  not  blush  for  our  countrymen  ?"  said 
Mr.  Umplu-aville  to  Colonel  Plum,  as  tlie  latter  was 
describing  the  sack  of  an  Indian  city,  and  the  plun- 
der of  its  miserable  inhabitants,  with  tlie  death  of  a 
Rajah  who  had  gallantly  defended  it. 

"  Not  at  all,  Sir,"  answered  the  colonel,  coolly  ; 
"  our  countrymen  did  no  more  than  their  duty;  and 
were  we  to  decline  performing  it  on  such  occasions, 
we  should  be  of  little  service  to  oui*  country  in 
India." 

Mr.  Uraphraville  made  no  answer  to  this  de- 
fence ;  but  a  silent  indignation,  which  sat  upon  his 
countenance,  implied  a  stronger  disapprobation  of 
it,  than  the  most  laboured  reply  he  could  have 
offered. 

For  the  same  reason  which  induced  him  to  avoid 
any  further  discussion  of  the  subject,  my  friend  en- 
deavoured to  give  the  conversation  a  different  turn. 
He  led  the  colonel  into  a  description  of  the  country 
of  India ;  and  as  that  gentleman  described,  in  very 
lively  colours,  the  beauty  of  its  appearance,  the 
number  of  its  people,  and  the  variety  and  richness 
of  its  productions,  Mr.  Umphraville  listened  to  this 
part  of  his  discourse  with  an  uncommon  degree  of 
pleasure  arid  attention. 

But,  after  the  colonel's  departure,  for  this  con- 
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versation  happened  during  one  of  my  excursions  to 
Mr.  Uraphraville's,  where  Colonel  Plum  had  been 
on  a  visit,  the  former  part  of  the  conversation  re- 
curred immediately  to  my  friend's  memory,  and  pro- 
duced the  following  reflections. 

"I  know  not,"  said  he,  "a  more  mortifying  proof 
of  human  weakness,  than  that  power  which  situa- 
tion and  habit  acquire  over  principle  and  feeling, 
even  in  men  of  the  best  natural  dispositions. 

"  The  gentleman  who  has  just  left  uSj  has  derived 
from  nature  a  more  than  ordinary  degree  of  good 
sense.  Nor  does  she  seem  to  have  been  less  liberal 
to  him  in  the  affections  of  the  heart  than  in  the 
powers  of  the  understanding. 

"  Since  his  return  to  this  country,  Colonel  Plum 
has  acted  the  part  of  an  affectionate  and  genei-ous 
relation,  of  an  attentive  and  useful  friend;  he  has 
been  an  indulgent  landlord,  a  patron  of  the  indus- 
trious, and  a  support  to  the  indigent.  In  a  word, 
he  has  proved  a  worthy  and  useful  member  of  so- 
ciety, on  whom  fortune  seems  not  to  have  misplaced 
her  favours. 

"  Yet,  with  all  the  excellent  dispositions  of  which 
these  are  proofs,  —  placed  as  a  soldier  of  fortune  in 
India ;  inflamed  with  the  ambition  of  amassing 
wealth ;  corrupted  by  the  contagious  example  of 
others,  governed  by  the  same  passion,  and  engaged 
in  the  same  pursuit.  Colonel  Plum  appears  to  have 
been  little  under  the  influence  either  of  justice  or 
humanity  ;  he  seems  to  have  viewed  the  unhappy 
people  of  that  country  merely  as  the  instruments, 
which,  in  one  way  or  other,  were  to  furnish  himself 
and  his  countrymen  with  that  wealth  they  had  gone 
so  far  in  quest  of. 

"  If  these  circumstances  could  operate  so  strongly 
on   such  a  man   as   Colonel   Plum,  we   have  little 
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reason  to  wonder  that  they  should  have  carried 
others  of  our  countrymen  to  still  more  lamentable 
excesses  ;  that  they  should  have  filled  that  unhappy 
country  with  scenes  of  misery  and  oppression,  of 
which  the  recital  fills  us  with  equal  shame  and 
indignation.  Yet  such  examples  as  that  of  the 
Colonel  should,  perhaps,  dispose  us  in  place  of  vio- 
lently declaiming  against  the  conduct  of  individu- 
als, to  investigate  the  causes  by  which  it  is  pro- 
duced. 

"  The  conquests  of  a  commercial  people  have  al- 
ways, I  believe,  proved  uncommonly  destructive  ; 
and  this  might  naturally  have  been  expected  of  those 
made  by  our  countrymen  in  India,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  a  mercantile  society  conducted  by  its  mem- 
bers in  a  distant  country,  in  a  climate  fatal  to  Euro- 
pean constitutions,  which  they  visit  only  for  the 
purpose  of  suddenly  amassing  riches,  and  from  which 
they  are  anxious  to  return  as  soon  as  that  purpose 
is  accomplished. 

"  How  far  such  a  company,  whose  original  con- 
nection with  India  was  merely  the  prosecution  of 
their  private  commerce,  should  have  ever  been  al- 
lowed to  assume,  and  should  still  continue  to  possess, 
the  unnatural  character  of  sovereigns  and  conquer- 
ors, and  to  conduct  the  government  of  a  great 
empire,  is  a  point  which  may,  perhaps,  merit  the 
attention  of  the  legislature,  as  much  as  many  of  the 
more  minute  inquiries  in  which  they  have  of  late 
been  engaged. 

"  I  have  often  thought  how  much  our  superior 
knowledge  in  the  art  of  government  might  enable 
us  to  change  the  condition  of  that  unfortunate 
country  for  the  better.  I  have  pleased  myself  with 
fondly  picturing  out  the  progress  of  such  a  plan ; 
with  fancying  1  saw  the  followers  of  Mahomet  lay 
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aside  their  ferocity  and  ambition  ;  the  peaceful 
disciples  of  Bralima,  happy  in  the  security  of  a 
good  government,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  those 
innocent  and  simple  manners  which  mark  the  in- 
fluence of  a  fruitful  climate  and  a  beneficent  relig- 
ion.—  But,  alas!"  continued  Mr.  Umphravilie, 
with  a  sigh,  '•  such  reformations  are  more  easily  ef- 
fected by  me  in  my  elbow-chair,  than  by  those  who 
conduct  the  great  and  complicated  machine  of  gov- 
ernment. 

"  I  wish,"  added  he,  "  it  may  be  only  the  con- 
tracted view  of  things  natural  to  a  retired  old  man, 
which  leads  me  to  fear  that,  in  this  country,  the 
period  of  such  reformation  is  nearly  past ;  when  I 
observe  that  almost  all  men  regulate  their  conduct, 
and  form  the  minds  of  the  rising  generation,  by  this 
maxim  :  — 

Quaerenda  pecunia  primuin  est, 
Virtus  post  numiHOs —  hok.  ep.  i.  53. 

I  cannot  but  apprehend,  from  the  prevalence  of  so 
mean  and  so  corrupt  a  principle,  the  same  na- 
tional corruption  which  the  Roman  poet  ascribes 
to  it. 

"  In  the  lower  ranks,  the  desire  of  gain,  as  it  is 
the  source  of  industry,  may  be  held  equally  condu- 
cive to  private  happiness  and  public  prosperity ; 
but  those  who,  by  birth  or  education,  are  destined 
for  nobler  pursuits,  should  be  actuated  by  more 
generous  passions.  If  from  luxury,  and  the  love  of 
vain  expense,  they  shall  also  give  way  to  this  desire 
of  wealth  ;  if  it  shall  extinguish  the  sentiments  of 
public  virtue,  and  the  passion  for  true  glory,  natural 
to  that  order  of  the  state ;  the  spring  of  private 
and  of  national  honour  must  have  lost  its  force, 
and  there  will  remain  nothinj;  to  withstand  the  gen- 
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eral  corruption  of  manners,  and  the  public  disorder 
and  debility  which  are  its  inseparable  attendants. 
It"  our  country  has  not  already  reached  this  point 
of  degeneracy,  she  seems,  at  least,  as  far  as  a  spec- 
tator of  her  manners  can  judge,  to  be  too  fast  ap- 
proaching it." 

Somewhat  in  this  manner  did  Mr.  Umphraville 
express  himself.  Living  retired  in  the  country,  con- 
versing with  few,  and  ignorant  of  the  opinions  of 
the  many  ;  attached  to  ideas  of  family,  and  not  very 
fond  of  the  mercantile  interest;  disposed  to  give 
praise  to  former  times,  and  not  to  think  highly  of 
the  present ;  in  his  apprehension  of  facts,  he  is  often 
mistaken,  and  the  conclusions  he  draws  from  those 
facts  are  often  erroneous.  In  the  present  instance, 
the  view  which  I  have  presented  of  his  opinions, 
may  throw  further  light  upon  his  character  ;  it  gives 
a  striking  picture  both  of  the  candour  of  his  mind, 
and  of  the  genei'osity  of  his  sentiments.  His  opin- 
ions though  erroneous,  may  be  useful ;  they  may  re- 
mind those  who,  though  endued,  like  Colonel  Plum, 
with  good  dispositions,  are  in  danger  of  being  se- 
duced by  circumstances  and  situation,  that  our  own 
interest  or  ambition  is  never  to  be  pursued  but  in 
consistency  with  the  sacred  obligations  of  justice, 
humanity,  and  benevolence  ;  and  they  may  atford  a 
very  pleasing  source  of  reflection  to  others,  who,  in 
trying  situations,  have  maintained  their  virtue  and 
their  character  untainted. 
O 
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Conciliat  animos  comitas  affabilitasque  sermonis. 

CIC.   DE   OB-j\ 

Politeness,  or  the  external  show  of"  humanity, 
has  been  strongly  recommended  by  some,  and  has 
been  treated  with  excessive  ridicule  by  others.  It 
has  sometimes  been  represented,  very  improperly, 
as  constituting  the  sum  of  merit ;  and  thus  affecta- 
tion and  grimace  have  been  substituted  in  place  of 
virtue.  There  are,  on  the  other  hand,  persons  who 
cover  their  own  rudeness,  and  justify  gross  rusticity, 
by  calling  their  conduct  honest  bluntness,  and  by 
defaming  complacent  manners,  as  fawning  or  hypo- 
critical. Shakspeare,  in  his  King  Lear,  sketclies 
this  character  with  his  usual  ability:  — 

This  is  some  fellow 
Who,  having  been  praised  for  bluntness,  doth  affect 
A  saucy  roughness,  and  constrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  nature.     He  can't  flatter;  he, 
An  honest  mind  and  plain,  he  must  speak  truth, 
An  they  will  take  it  so;  if  not,  he  's  plain. 

To  extol  polished  external  manners  as  constitut- 
ing the  whole  duty  of  man,  or  to  declaim  against 
them  as  utterly  inconsistent  with  truth,  and  the  re- 
spect we  owe  to  ourselves,  are  extremes  equally  to 
be  avoided.  Let  no  one  believe  that  the  show  of 
humanity  is  equal  to  the  reality;  nor  let  any  one, 
from  the  desire  of  pleasing,  depart  from  the  line  of 
truth,  or  stoop  to  mean  condescension.     But  to  pre- 
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sume  favourably  of  all  men;  to  consider  them  as 
worthy  of  our  regai'd,  till  we  have  evidence  of  the 
contrary ;  to  be  inclined  to  render  them  services  ; 
and  to  entertain  confidence  in  their  inclinations  to 
follow  a  similar  conduct ;  constitute  a  temper,  which 
every  man,  for  his  own  peace,  and  for  the  peace  of 
society,  ought  to  improve  and  exhibit.  Now,  this 
is  the  temper  essential  to  polished  manners  ;  and  the 
external  show  of  civilities  is  a  banner  iield  forth,  an- 
nouncing to  all  men,  that  we  hold  them  in  due  re- 
spect, and  are  disposed  to  oblige  them.  Besides,  it 
will  often  occur,  that  we  may  have  the  strongest 
conviction  of  wortli  in  another  person  ;  that  we  may 
be  disposed,  from  gratitude  or  esteem,  to  render  him 
suitable  services ;  and  yet  may  have  no  opportunity 
of  testifying,  by  those  actions  which  are  their  gen- 
uine expressions,  either  that  conviction,  or  that  dis- 
position. Hence,  external  courtesies  and  civilities 
are  substituted,  with  great  propriety,  as  signs  and 
representatives  of  those  actions  which  we  are  desir- 
ous, and  have  not  the  power  of  performing.  They 
are  to  be  held  as  pledges  of  our  esteem  and  affection. 
"  But  the  man  of  courtly  manners  often  puts  on 
a  placid  and  smiling  semblance,  while  his  heart 
rankles  with  malignant  passions."  —  When  this  is 
done  with  an  intention  to  deceive  or  ensnare  man- 
kind, the  conduct  is  perfidious,  and  ought  to  be 
branded  with  infamy.  In  that  case,  the  law  of 
courtesy  is  "  more  honoured  in  the  breach,  than  in 
the  observance."  But  there  may  be  another  situa- 
tion, when  the  show  of  courtesy  assumed,  while  the 
heart  is  still  at  ease,  moved  by  disagreeable  unkindly 
feelings,  would  be  unjustly  censured.  —  From  a 
feeble  constitution  of  body,  bad  health,  or  some 
untoward  accident  or  disappointment,  you  lose 
your  wonted  serenity.     Influenced  by  your  present 
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humour,  even  to  those  who  have  no  concern  in  the 
accident  that  hath  befallen  you,  and  who  would 
really  be  inclined  to  relieve  j'ou  from  your  uneasi- 
ness, you  become  reserved  and  splenetic.  You 
know  the  impropriety  of  such  a  demeanour,  and 
endeavour  to  beget  in  your  bosom  a  very  different 
disposition.  Your  passions,  however,  are  stubborn  ; 
images  of  wrong  and  of  disappointment  have  taken 
strong  hold  of  your  fancy;  and  your  present  disa- 
greeable and  painful  state  of  mind  cannot  easily  be 
removed.  Meanwhile,  however,  you  disguise  the 
ap[)earance ;  you  are  careful  to  let  no  fretful  expres- 
sion be  uttered,  nor  any  malignant  thought  lour  in 
your  aspect ;  you  perform  external  acts  of  civility, 
and  assume  the  tones  and  the  language  of  the  most 
perfect  composure.  You  thus  war  with  your  own 
spirit;  and,  by  force  of  commanding  the  external 
symptoms,  you  will  gain  a  complete  victory.  You 
will  actually  establish  in  your  mind  that  good-humour 
and  humanity,  which,  a  little  before,  were  only 
yours  in  appearance.  Now,  in  this  discipline  there 
is  nothing  criminal ;  in  this  discipline  there  is  a 
great  deiil  of  merit.  It  will  not  only  correct  and 
alter  our  present  humours,  but  may  influence  our 
habits  and  dispositions. 

A  contrary  practice  may  be  attended,  if  not  with 
dangerous,  at  least  with  disagreeable  consequences. 

Sir  Gregory  Blunt  was  the  eldest  son  of  a 

respectable  family.  His  fortune  and  his  ancestry 
entitled  him,  as  lie  and  his  friends  apprehended,  to 
appear  in  any  shape  that  he  pleased.  He  owed, 
and  would  owe,  no  man  a  shilling;  but  other  men 
might  be  indebted  to  him.  He  received  from  nature, 
and  still  possesses,  good  abilities  and  humane  dispo- 
sitions. He  is  a  man,  too,  of  inflexible  honour.  Yet 
Sir  Gregory  has  an  unbending  cast   of  mind,  that 
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cannot  easily  be  fashioned  into  soft  compliance  and 
condescension.  He  never,  even  at  an  early  period, 
had  any  pretensions  to  winning  ways,  or  agreeable 
assiduities ;  nor  had  he  any  talent  for  acquiring 
personal  graces  and  accomplishments.  In  every 
thing  that  confers  the  easy  and  engaging  air  of  a 
gentleman,  he  was  excelled  by  his  companions.  Sir 
Gregory  had  sense  enough  to  perceive  his  own 
incapacity  ;  vanity  enough  to  be  hurt  with  the  pref- 
erences showri  to  young  men  less  able  or  honest, 
but  more  complaisant  than  himself;  and  pride  enough 
to  cast  away  all  pretensions  to  that  smoothness  of 
demeanour  in  which  he  could  never  excel.  Thus, 
he  assumed  a  bluntness  and  roughness  of  manners, 
better  suited  to  the  natural  cast  of  his  temper.  He 
would  be  plain  ;  he  hated  all  your  smiling  and  fawn- 
ing attentions ;  he  would  speak  what  he  thought ; 
he  would  praise  no  man,  even  though  he  thought 
him  deserving,  because  he  scorned  to  appear  a  bat- 
terer ;  and  he  would  promise  no  man  good  offices,  not 
even  though  he  meant  to  perform  them,  because  he 
abhorred  ostentation.  Accordingly,  in  his  address, 
he  is  often  abrupt,  with  an  approach  to  rudeness, 
whicli,  if  it  does  not  offend,  disconcerts  ;  and  he  will 
not  return  a  civility,  because  he  is  not  in  the  humour. 
He  thus  indulges  a  propensity  which  he  ought  to 
have  corrected ;  and,  slave  to  a  surly  vanity,  he 
thinks  he  acts  upon  principle. 

Now,  this  habit  not  only  renders  him  disagreeable 
to  persons  of  polished  manners,  but  may  be  attended 
with  consequences  of  a  more  serious  nature.  Sir 
Gregory  does  not  perceive,  that,  while  he  thinks  he 
is  plain,  he  only  affects  to  be  plain ;  that  he  often 
stilies  a  kindly  teeling,  fbr  fear  of  seeming  compla- 
cent ;  that,  *'  lie  constrains  the  garb  quite  from  his  \ 
natui-e;"  and  that  he  disguises  his  appearance  as 
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much  at  least  by  excessive  bluntness,  as  he  would 
by  showing  some  complaisance.  Thus  he  is  hardly 
entitled,  notwithstanding  his  pretension,  to  the  praise 
even  of  honest  plainness.  Besides,  his  character, 
in  other  respects,  is  so  eminent,  and  his  rank  so 
distinguished,  that,  of  course,  he  has  many  admirers  ; 
and  thus  all  the  young  men  of  his  neighbourhood 
are  becoming  as  boisterous  and  as  rough  as  himself. 
Even  some  of  his  female  acquaintance  are  likely  to 
suffer  by  the  contagion  of  his  example.  Their  desire 
of  pleasing  has  taken  an  improper  direction ;  they 
seem  less  studious  of  those  delicate  proprieties  and 
observances  so  essential  to  female  excellence;  they 
also  will  not  appear  otherwise  than  what  they  are  ; 
and  thus  they  will  not  only  appear,  but  become  a 
great  deal  worse.  For,  as  the  show  of  humanity 
and  good-humour  may  in  some  instances  promote  a 
gentle  temper,  and  render  us  good-humoured  ;  so  the 
affectation  and  show  of  lionest  plainness  may  lead 
us  to  be  plain  without  honesty,  and  sincere  without 
good  intention.  Those  who  affect  timidity,  may,  in 
time,  become  cowards ;  and  those  who  affect  rough- 
ness, may,  in  time,  grow  inhuman. 

o 

"  TO    THE    AUTHOR   OF    THE   MIRROR. 

"  SIR, 

"  I  have  long  had  a  tendre  for  a  young  lady,  who 
is  very  beautiful,  but  a  little  capricious.  I  think 
myself  unfortunate  enough  not  to  be  in  her  good 
graces  ;  but  some  of  my  friends  tell  me  I  am  a 
simpleton,  and  don't  understand  her.  Pray  be  so 
kind  as  inform  me,  Mr.  Mirror,  what  sort  of  rude- 
ness amounts  to  encouragement.  When  a  lady  calls 
a  man  impertinent,  does  she  wish  him  to  be  some- 
what more  assuming?     When  she  never  looks  his 
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way,  may  he  reckon  himself  a  favourite  ?  Or,  if  she 
tells  everybody  that  Mr.  Such-a-one  is  her  aversion, 
is  Mr.  Such-a-one  to  take  it  for  granted  that  she  is 
downright  fond  of  him  ? 

"  Yours  respectfully, 

V  "  MODESTUS." 


No.  30.     SATURDAY,  MAY  8,    1779. 


It  has  sometimes  been  matter  of  speculation, 
whether  or  not  there  be  a  sex  in  the  soul  ;  that  there 
is  one  in  manners,  I  never  heard  disputed  ;  the  same 
applause  which  we  involuntai'ily  bestow  upon  hon- 
our, courage,  and  spirit  in  men,  we  as  naturally 
confer  upon  chastity,  modesty,  and  gentleness  in 
women. 

It  was  formerly  one  of  those  national  boasts  which 
are  always  allowable,  and  sometimes  useful,  that  the 
ladies  of  Scotland  possessed  a  purity  of  conduct,  and 
delicacy  of  manners,  beyond  those  of  most  other 
countries.  Free  from  the  bad  effects  of  overgrown 
fortunes,  and  of  the  dissipated  society  of  an  over- 
grown capital,  their  beauty  was  natural,  and  their 
minds  were  uncorrupted. 

Though  I  am  inclined  to  believe,  that  this  is  still 
the  case  in  general ;  yet,  from  my  own  observation, 
and  the  complaints  of  several  correspondents,  I  am 
sorry  to  be  obliged  to  conclude,  that  there  begins  to 
appear  among  us  a  very  different  style  of  manners. 
Perhaps  our  frequent  communication  with  the  me- 
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tropolis  of  our  sister  kingdom,  is  one  great  cause  of 
this.  Formerly,  a  London  journey  was  attended  with 
some  difficulty  and  danger,  and  posting  thither  was 
an  achievement  as  masculine  as  a  fox-chase.  Now, 
the  goodness  of  the  roads  and  the  convenience  of  the 
vehicles  render  it  a  matter  of  only  a  few  days  mod- 
erate exercise  for  a  lady  ;  facilis  descensus  Averni  ; 
our  wives  and  daughters  are  carried  thither  to  see 
the  world  ;  and  we  are  not  to  wonder  if  some  of  them 
bring  back  only  that  knowledge  of  it,  which  the  most 
ignorant  can  acquire,  and  the  most  forgetful  retain. 
That  knowledge  is  communicated  to  a  certain  circle, 
on  their  return ;  the  imitation  is  as  rapid  as  it  is 
easy ;  they  emulate  the  English,  who  before  have 
copied  the  French  ;  the  dress,  the  phrase,  and  the 
morale  of  Paris,  is  transplanted  first  to  London,  and 
thence  to  EdinlJurgh ;  and  even  the  sequestered 
regions  of  the  country  are  sometimes  visited  in  this 
northern  progress  of  politeness. 

And  here  I  cannot  help  observing,  that  the  imita- 
tion is  often  so  clumsy,  as  to  leave  out  all  the  agree- 
able, and  retain  all  the  otfensive.  In  the  translation 
of  the  manners,  as  in  the  translation  of  the  language, 
of  our  neighbours,  we  are  apt  to  lose  the  finenesses, 
the  petits  agremens,  which,  I  talk  like  a  man  of  the 
woi'ld,  give  zest  and  value  to  the  whole. 

It  will  be  said,  perhaps,  that  there  is  often  a  levity 
of  behaviour  without  any  criminahty  of  conduct ; 
that  the  lady  who  talks  always  loud,  and  sometimes 
free,  goes  much  abroad,  or  keeps  a  crowd  of  com- 
pany at  home,  rattles  in  a  public  place  with  a  circle 
of  young  fellows,  or  flirts  in  a  corner  with  a  single 
one,  does  all  this  without  the  smallest  bad  intention, 
merely  as  she  puts  on  a  cap,  and  sticks  it  witli 
feathers,  because  she  has  seen  it  done  by  others 
whose  rank  and  fashion  entitle  them  to  lier  imitation. 
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Now,  granting  that  most  of  those  ladies  have  all  the 
purity  of  heart  that  is  contended  for,  are  there  no 
disagreeable  consequences,  I  would  ask,  from  the 
appearance  of  evil,  exclusive  of  its  reality  ?  Deco- 
rum is  at  least  the  ensign,  if  not  the  outguard  of 
virtue  ;  the  want  of  it,  if  it  does  not  weaken  the 
garrison,  will,  at  least,  embolden  the  assailants  ;  and 
a  woman's  virtue  is  of  so  delicate  a  nature,  that  to 
be  impregnable  is  not  enough,  without  the  reputation 
of  being  so. 

But  though  female  virtue,  in  the'singular,  means 
chastity,  there  are  many  other  endowments,  without 
which  a  woman's  character  is  reproachable,though 
it  is  not  infamous.  The  mild  demeanour,  the  modest 
deportment,  are  valued  not  only  as  they  denote 
internal  purity  and  innocence,  but  as  forming  in 
themselves  the  most  amiable  and  engaging  part  of 
the  female  character.  There  was,  of  old,  a  stiiF 
constrained  manner,  which  the  moderns  finding  un- 
pleasant, agreed  to  explode,  and,  in  the  common 
rage  of  reformation,  substituted  the  very  opposite 
extreme  in  its  stead  ;  to  banish  preciseness,  they 
called  in  levity,  and  ceremony  gave  way  to  some- 
thing like  rudeness.  But  fashion  may  alter  the 
form,  not  the  essence  of  things ;  and  though  we  may 
lend  our  laugh,  or  even  our  applause,  to  the  woman 
whose  figure  and  conversation  comes  flying  out 
upon  us  in  this  fashionable  forwardness  of  manner; 
yet,  I  believe,  there  is  scarce  a  votary  of  the  mode 
who  would  wish  his  sister,  his  wife,  or  even  his 
mistress,  I  use  the  word  in  its  modest  sense,  to 
possess  it. 

I  have  hitherto  pointed  ray  observations  chiefly 
at  the  appearance  of  our  ladies  to  the  world,  which, 
besides  its  being  more  immediately  the  object  of 
public  censorship,  a  variety  of  strictures  lately  sent 
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me  by  my  correspondents  naturally  led  me  to  con- 
sider. I  am  afraid,  however,  the  same  innovation 
begins  to  appear  in  our  domestic  as  in  our  public 
life,  and  that  the  case  of  my  friend  Mr.  Homespun 
is  far  from  being  singular.  Some  of  those  whose 
rank  and  station  are  such  as  to  enforce  example 
and  regulate  opinion,  think  it  an  honourable  dis 
tinction  to  be  able  to  lead,  from  the  sober  track 
which  the  maxims  of  their  mothers  and  grandmoth- 
ers had  marked  out  for  them,  such  young  ladies  as 
chance,  relationship,  or  neighbourhood,  has  placed 
within  the  reach  of  their  influence.  The  state  of 
diffidence  and  dependence,  in  which  a  young  woman 
used  to  find  herself  happy  under  the  protection  of  her 
parents  or  guardians,  they  teach  their  pupils  to  con- 
sider as  incompatible  with  sense  or  spirit.  With 
them,  obedience  and  subordination  are  terms  of  con- 
tempt ;  even  the  natural  restraints  of  time  are  dis- 
regarded ;  childhood  is  im.maturely  forced  into 
youth,  and  youth  assumes  the  confidence  and  self- 
government  of  age  ;  domestic  duties  are  held  to  be 
slavish,  and  domestic  enjoyments  insipid. 

There  is  an  appearance  of  brilliancy  in  the  pleas- 
ures of  high  life  and  fashion,  which  naturally  dazzles 
and  seduces  the  young  and  inexperienced.  But  let 
them  not  believe  that  the  scale  of  fortune  is  the 
standard  of  happiness,  or  the  whirl  of  pleasure, 
which  their  patronesses  describe,  productive  of  the 
satisfaction  which  they  affect  to  enjoy  in  it.  Could 
they  trace  its  course  through  a  month,  a  week,  or  a 
day,  of  that  life  which  they  enjoy,  they  would  find 
it  commonly  expire  in  languor,  or  end  in  disappoint- 
ment. They  would  see  the  daughters  of  fashion  in 
a  state  the  most  painful  of  any,  obliged  to  cover 
hatred  with  the  smile  of  friendship,  and  anguish 
with  the  appearance  of  gayety ;  they  would  see  the 
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mistress  of  the  feast,  or  the  directress  of  the  route, 
at  the  table,  or  in  the  drawing-room,  in  the  very  scene 
of  her  pride,  torn  witii  those  jarring  passions  which 

but  I  will  not  talk   like  a  moralist which 

make  duchesses  mean,  and  the  finest  women  in  the 
world  ugly.  1  do  them  no  injustice  ;  for  I  state 
this  at  the  time  of  possession  ;  its  value  in  reflec- 
tion I  forbear  to  estimate. 

If  I  dared  to  contrast  this  with  a  picture  of  do- 
mestic pleasure  ;  were  I  to  exhibit  a  family  virtuous 
and  happy,  where  affection  takes  place  of  duty,  and 
obedience  is  enjoyed,  not  exacted  ;  where  the  hap- 
piness of  every  individual  is  reflected  upon  the  so- 
ciety, and  a  certain  tender  solicitude  about  each 
other,  gives  a  more  delicate  sense  of  pleasure  than 
any  enjoyment  merely  selfish  can  produce  ;  could  I 
paint  them  in  their  little  circles  of  business  or  of 
amusement,  of  sentiment  or  of  gayety,  I  am  per- 
suaded the  scene  would  be  too  venerable  for  the  most 
irreverent  to  deride,  and  its  happiness  too  apparent 
tor  the  most  dissipated  to  deny.  Yet  to  be  the 
child  or  mother  of  such  a  family,  is  often  foregone 
for  the  miserable  vanity  of  aping  some  woman, 
weak  as  she  is  worthless,  despised  in  the  midst  of 
flattery,  and  wretched  in  the  very  centre  of  dissi- 
pation. 

I  have  limited  this  remonstrance  to  motives 
merely  temporal,  because  I  am  informed,  some  of 
our  high-bred  females  deny  the  reality  of  any  other. 
This  refinement  of  infidelity  is  one  of  tiiose  new 
acquirements,  which,  till  of  late,  were  altogether 
unknown  to  the  ladies  of  this  country,  and  which  I 
lio[)e  very,  very  few  of  them  are  yet  possessed  of. 
I  mean  not  to  dispute  the  solidity  of  their  system, 
as  1  am  persuaded  they  have  studied  the  subject 
deeply,  and  under   very  able  and  learned  mastei's. 
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I  would  only  take  the  liberty  of  hinting  the  purpose 
for  which,  I  have  been  told  by  some  fsishionable 
men,  such  doctrines  have  frequently  been  taught. 
It  seems,  it  is  underi^tood  by  the  younger  class  of 
our  philosophers,  that  a  woman  never  thinks  herself 
quite  alone,  till  she  has  put  God  out  of  the  way,  as 
well  as  her  husband. 
V 
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—  Fortemque  Gyan,  fortemque  Chanthum. 

VIRG.  MS.  i.  222. 

There  is  hardly  any  species  of  writing  more 
difficult  than  that  of  drawing  characters  ;  and  hence 
it  is  that  so  few  authors  have  excelled  in  it.  Among 
those  writers  who  have  confined  themselves  merely 
to  this  sort  of  composition,  Theophrastus  holds  the 
first  place  among  the  ancients,  and  La  Bruyere 
among  the  moderns.  But,  besides  those  who  have 
professedly  confined  themselves  to  the  delineation 
of  character,  every  historian  who  relates  events, 
and  who  describes  the  disposition  and  qualities  of 
the  persons  engaged  in  them,  is  to  be  considered  as 
a  writer  of  characters. 

There  are  two  methods  by  which  a  character  may 
be  delineated  ;  and  different  authors  have,  more  or 
less,  adopted  the  one  or  the  other.  A  character 
may  either  be  given  by  describing  the  internal  feel- 
ings of  the  mind,  and  by  relating  the  qualities  with 
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which  the  person  is  endowed  ;  or  without  mentioning 
in  general  the  internal  qualities  which  he  possesses, 
an  account  may  be  given  of  his  external  conduct,  of 
his  behaviour  on  this  or  that  occasion,  and  how  he 
was  affected  by  this  or  that  event. 

An  author  who  draws  characters  in  the  first  man- 
ner, employs  those  words  that  denote  the  general 
qualities  of  the  mind  ;  and  by  means  of  these  he 
gives  a  description  and  view  of  the  character.  He 
passes  over  the  particular  circumstances  of  be- 
haviour and  conduct  which  lead  to  the  general  con- 
clusion with  regard  to  the  character,  and  gives  the 
conclusion  itself. 

But  an  author  who  draws  characters  in  the  other 
manner  above  alluded  to,  instead  of  giving  the  gen- 
eral conclusion  deduced  from  the  observation  of  par- 
ticular circumstances  of  conduct,  gives  a  view  of  the 
particulars  themselves,  and  of  the  external  conduct 
of  the  person  whose  character  he  wishes  to  repre- 
sent, leaving  his  readers  to  form  their  own  conclu- 
sion from  that  view  which  he  has  given.  Of  the 
two  authors  I  have  mentioned,  each  excels  in  one 
of  those  opposite  manners.  In  every  instance  I  can 
recollect,  excepting  the  extravagant  picture  of  the 
absent  man,  La  Bruyere  lays  before  his  readers  the 
internal  feelings  of  the  character  he  wishes  to  repre- 
sent ;  while  Theophrastus  gives  the  action  which 
the  internal  feelings  produce. 

Of  these  different  modes  of  delineating  characters, 
each  has  its  peculiar  advantages.  The  best  method 
of  giving  a  full  and  comprehensive  view  of  the  dif- 
ferent parts  of  a  character,  may  be  by  a  general 
enumeration  of  the  qualities  of  mind  with  which  the 
person  is  endowed ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  it  is, 
perhaps,  impossible  to  mark  the  nice  and  delicate 
shades    of  character   without    bringing   the    image 
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more  fully  before  the  eye,  and  placing  the  person 
in  that  situation  which  calls  him  forth  into  action. 

In  these  two  different  manners,  there  are  faults 
into  which  authors,  following  the  one  or  the  other, 
are  apt  to  fall,  and  which  they  should  studiously  en- 
deavour to  avoid.  An  author  who  gives  the  inter- 
nal qualities  of  the  character,  should  guard  against 
being  too  general ;  he  who  gives  views  of  the  con- 
duct, and  represents  the  actions  themselves,  should 
avoid  being  too  particular.  When  the  internal  qual- 
ities of  the  mind  are  described,  they  may  be  ex- 
pressed in  such  vague  and  general  terms,  as  to  lay 
before  the  reader  no  marked  distinguishing  feature ; 
when,  again,  in  the  views  which  are  given  of  the  con- 
duct, the  detail  is  too  particular,  the  author  is  apt 
to  tire  by  becoming  tedious,  or  to  disgust  by  being 
trifling  or  familiar,  or  by  approaching  to  vulgarity. 
Some  of  our  most  celebrated  historians  have  com- 
mitted errors  of  the  first  sort  ;  when,  at  the  end  of 
a  reign,  or  at  the  exit  of  a  hero,  they  draw  the  char- 
acter of  the  king,  or  great  man,  and  tell  their  read- 
ers, that  the  person  they  are  taking  leave  of,  was 
brave,  generous,  just,  humane ;  or  the  tyrant  they 
have  been  declaiming  against,  was  cruel,  haughty, 
jealous,  deceitful ;  these  general  qualities  are  so 
little  distinguishing,  that  they  may  be  applied,  almost, 
to  any  very  good,  or  very  bad  man,  in  the  history. 
When,  on  the  other  hand,  an  author,  in  order  to 
give  a  particular  view  of  the  person  of  whom  he 
writes,  tells  his  readers,  what  such  person  did  be- 
fore, and  what  after  dinner ;  what  before,  and  wiiat 
after  he  slept ;  if  his  vivacity  prevent  him  from  ap- 
pearing tedious,  he  will  at  least  be  in  danger  of  dis- 
pleasing by  the  appearance  of  vulgarity  or  affecta- 
tion. 

It  may  be  proper  here  to  observe,  that,  in  making 
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a  right  choice  of  the  different  manners  in  which  a 
character  may  be  drawn,  mucli  depends  upon  the 
subject  or  design  of  the  author ;  one  method  may 
be  more  suited  to  one  kind  of  composition  than  to 
another.  Tiuis,  the  author  who  confines  himself 
merely  to  drawing  characters,  the  historian  who 
draws  a  character  arising  only  from,  or  illustrating 
the  events  he  records,  or  the  novelist  who  deline- 
ates characters  by  feigned  circumstances  and  situa- 
tions, have  each  their  several  objects,  and  different 
manners  may  be  properly  adopted  by  each  of  them. 
Writers,  such  as  Theophrastus  and  La  Bruyere, 
take  for  their  object  a  character  governed  by  some 
one  passion,  absorbing  all  others,  and  influencing 
the  man  in  every  thing;  the  miser,  the  epicure,  the 
drunkard,  &c.  The  business  of  the  historian  is 
more  difficult  and  more  extensive;  he  takes  the  com- 
plicated characters  in  real  life  ;  he  must  give  a 
view  of  every  distinguishing  characteristic  of  the 
personage,  the  good  and  the  bad,  the  fierce  and  the 
gentle,  all  the  strange  diversities  which  life  presents. 
Novel  writers  ought,  like  the  professed  writers 
of  character,  to  have  it  generally  in  view  to  illus- 
trate some  one  distinguishing  feature  or  passion  of 
the  mind ;  but  then  they  have  it  in  their  power,  by 
the  assistance  of  story,  and  by  inventing  circum- 
stances and  situation,  to  exhibit  its  leading  features 
in  every  possible  point  of  view.  The  great  error, 
indeed,  into  which  novel-writers  commonly  fall,  i?, 
that  they  attend  more  to  the  story  and  to  the  cir- 
cumstances they  relate,  than  to  giving  new  and  just 
views  of  the  character  of  the  person  they  present. 
Their  general  method  is  to  affix  names  to  certain 
personages,  whom  tiiey  introduce  to  their  I'eaders, 
whom  they  lead  through  dangers  and  distresses,  or 
exhibit  in  circumstances  of  ridicule,  without  having 
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it  in  view  to  illustrate  any  one  predominant  or  lead- 
ing principle  of  the  human  heart;  without  making 
their  readers  one  bit  better  acquainted  with  the 
characteristic  features  of  those  persons  at  the  end 
of  the  story  than  at  the  beginning.  Hence  there 
are  so  few  novels  which  give  lasting  pleasure,  or 
can  bear  to  be  perused  oftener  than  once.  From 
the  surprise  occasioned  by  the  novelty  or  nature  of 
the  events,  they  may  carry  their  readers  once 
through  them  :  but,  as  they  do  not  illustrate  any 
of  the  principles  of  the  mind,  or  give  any  inter- 
esting views  of  character,  they  raise  no  desire  for 
a  second  perusal,  and  ever  after  lie  neglected  on  the 
shelf. 

How  very  different  from  these  are  the  novels, 
which,  in  phice  of  relying  upon  the  mere  force  of 
incident,  bring  the  characters  of  their  personages 
fully  before  us,  paint  all  their  shades  and  attitudes, 
and  by  making  us,  as  it  were,  intimately  acquainted 
with  them,  deeply  engage  our  hearts  in  every  cir- 
cumstance which  can  affect  them  ?  This  happy 
talent  of  delineating  all  the  delicate  features  and 
nice  tints  of  human  character,  never  fails  to  delight, 
and  will  often  atone  for  many  defects.  It  is  this 
which  renders  Richardson  so  interesting,  in  spite  of 
his  immeasurable  tediousness  ;  it  is  this  which  will 
render  Fielding  ever  delightful,  notwithstanding  the 
indelicate  coarseness  with  which  he  often  offends  us. 
A 
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Happiness  has  been  compared,  by  one  of  my 
predecessors,  to  a  game ;  and  lie  has  prescribed 
certain  rules  to  be  followed  by  the  players.  These, 
indeed,  are  more  necessary  than  one  might  suppose 
at  first  sight ;  this  game,  like  most  others,  being  as 
often  lost  by  bad  play  as  by  ill  luck.  The  circum- 
stances I  am  placed  in,  some  of  which  I  communi- 
cated to  my  readers  in  my  introductory  paper,  make 
me  often  a  sort  of  looker-on  at  this  game  ;  and  like 
all  lookers-on,  I  think  I  discover  blunders  in  the 
play  of  my  neighbours,  who  frequently  lose  the  ad- 
vantages their  fortune  lays  open  to  them. 

To  cliase  the  allusion  a  little  further,  it  is  seldom 
that  opportunities  occur  of  brilliant  strokes  or  deep 
calculation.  With  most  of  us,  the  ordinaiy  little 
stake  is  all  that  is  played  for  ;  and  he  who  goes  on 
observing  the  common  rules  of  the  game,  and  keep- 
ing his  temper  in  the  reverses  of  it,  will  find  himself 
a  gainer  at  last.  In  plainer  language,  happiness, 
with  the  bulk  of  men,  may  be  said  to  consist  in  the 
power  of  enjoying  the  ordinary  pleasures  of  life, 
and  in  not  being  too  easily  hurt  by  the  little  dis- 
quietudes of  it.  There  is  a  certain  fineness  of  soul, 
and  delicacy  of  sentiment,  with  which  few  situations 
accord,  to  which  many  seeming  harmless  ones  give 
the  greatest  uneasiness.  The  art,  desipere  in  loco, 
by  wliich  I  understand  being  able  not  only  to  trifie, 
upon  occasion,  ourselves,  but  also  to  bear  the  fool- 
ery of  others,  is  a  qualification  extremely  useful  for 
smoothing  a  man's  way  through  the  world. 
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I  liave  been  led  into  this  train  of  thinking,  by 
some  circumstances  in  a  visit  I  had  lately  the  pleas- 
ure of  receiving  from  my  friend  Mr.  Umphraville, 
with  whom  I  made  my  readers  acquainted  in  some 
former  numbers.  A  particular  piece  of  business 
occurred,  which  made  it  expedient  for  him  to  come 
to  town ;  and  though  he  was,  at  first,  extremely 
averse  from  the  journe}',  having  never  liked  great 
towns,  and  now  relishing  them  less  than  ever, 
yet  the  remonstrances  of  his  man  of  business,  aided 
by  very  urgent  requests  from  me,  at  length  over- 
came him.  He  set  out,  therefore,  attended  by  his 
old  family  servant,  John,  whom  I  had  not  failed  to 
remember  in  my  invitation  to  his  master. 

At  the  first  stage  on  the  road,  John  told  me,  his 
master  looked  sad,  eat  little,  and  spoke  less.  Though 
the  landlord  ushered  in  dinner  in  person,  and  gave 
his  guest  a  very  minute  description  of  his  manner 
of  feeding  his  mutton,  Mr.  Umphraville  remained  a 
heai'er  only,  and  showed  no  inclination  to  have  him 
sit  down  and  partake  of  his  own  dishes  ;  and,  though 
he  desired  him,  indeed,  to  taste  the  wine,  of  which 
he  brought  in  a  bottle  after  dinner,  he  told  him,  at 
the  same  time,  to  let  the  ostler  know  he  should 
want  his  horses  as  soon  as  possible.  The  landlord 
left  the  room,  and  told  John,  who  was  eating  his 
dinner,  somewhat  more  deliberately,  in  the  kitchen, 
that  his  master  seemed  a  melancholy  kind  of  a  gen- 
tleman, not  half  so  good-humoured  as  his  neighbour 
Mr.  Jolly. 

John,  who  is  interested  both  in  the  happiness  and 
honour  of  his  master,  endeavoured  to  mend  matters 
in  the  evening,  by  introducing  the  hostess  very  par- 
ticularly to  Mr.  Umphraville  ;  and,  indeed,  ven- 
turing to  invite  her  to  sup  with  him.  Umphraville 
v.'as  too  shy  or  too   civil  to  decline  the  lady's  com- 
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pany,  and  John  valued  himself  on  having  procured 
him  so  agreeable  a  companion.  His  master  com- 
plained to  me,  since  he  came  to  town,  of  the  oppres- 
sion of  this  landlady's  company,  and  declared  his 
resolution  of  not  stopping  at  the  George  on  his  way 
home. 

The  morning  after  his  arrival  at  my  house, 
while  we  were  sitting  together,  talking  of  old  stories, 
and  old  friends,  with  all  the  finer  feelings  afloat 
about  us,  John  entered,  with  a  look  of  much  satis- 
faction, announcing  the  name  of  Mr.  Bearskin. 
This  gentleman  is  a  first  cousin  of  Uraphraville's, 
who  resides  in  town,  and  whom  he  had  not  seen 
these  six  years.  He  was  bred  a  mercer,  but  after- 
wards extended  his  dealings  with  his  capital,  and 
has  been  concerned  in  several  great  mercantile 
transactions.  While  Umphraville,  with  all  his  ge- 
nius and  all  his  accomplishments,  was  barely  pre- 
serving his  estate  from  ruin  at  home,  this  man,  by 
dint  of  industry  and  application,  and  partly  from  the 
want  of  genius  and  accomplishments,  has  amassed  a 
fortune  greater  than  the  richest  of  his  cousin's  ances- 
tors was  ever  possessed  of.  He  holds  Umphraville 
in  some  respect,  however,  as  the  representative  of 
his  mother's  family,  from  which  he  derives  all  his 
gentility,  his  father  having  sprung  nobody  knows 
whence,  and  lived  nobody  knows  how,  till  he  ap- 
peared behind  the  counter  of  a  woollen  draper,  to 
whose  shop  and  business  he  succeeded. 

My  friend,  though  he  could  have  excused  his 
visit  at  this  time,  received  him  with  politeness.  He 
introduced  him  to  me  as  his  near  relation  ;  on  which 
the  other,  who  mixes  the  flippant  civility  of  his 
former  profession  with  somewhat  of  the  moneyed 
confidence  of  his  present  one.  made  me  a  handsome 
compliment,  and  congratulated  Mr.  Umphraville  on 
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the  possession  of  such  a  friend.  He  eoncluded, 
however,  with  a  distant  insinuation  of  his  house's 
being  a  more  natural  home  for  his  cousin  when  in 
town,  than  that  of  any  other  person.  This  led  to  a 
description  of  that  house,  its  rooms,  and  its  furniture, 
in  which  he  made  no  inconsiderable  eulogiumon  his 
own  taste,  the  taste  of  his  wife,  and  the  taste  of  the 
times.  Umphraville  blushed,  bit  his  lips,  complained 
of  the  heat  of  the  room,  changed  his  seat ;  in  short, 
suffered  torture  all  the  way  from  the  cellar  to  the 
garret. 

Mr.  Bearskin  closed  this  description  of  his  house 
with  an  expression  of  his  and  his  wife's  earnest  desire 
to  see  their  cousin  there.  Umphraville  declared  his 
intention  of  calling  to  inquire  after  Mrs.  Bearskin 
and  tlie  young  folks ;  mentioning,  at  the  same  time, 
the  shortness  of  his  proposed  stay  in  town,  and  the 
hurry  his  business  would  necessai'ily  keep  him  in 
while  he  remained.  But  this  declaration  by  no 
means  satisfied  his  kinsman ;  he  insisted  on  his 
spending  a  day  with  them  so  warmly  that  the  other 
was  at  last  overcome,  and  the  third  day  after  was 
fixed  on  for  that  purpose,  which  Mr.  Bearskin  in- 
formed us  would  be  the  moi'e  agreeable  to  all  par- 
ties, as  he  should  then  have  an  opportunity  of 
introducing  us  to  his  London  correspondent,  a  man 
of  great  fortune,  who  had  just  arrived  here  on  a 
jaunt  to  see  the  country,  and  had  promised  him  the 
favour  of  eating  a  bit  of  mutton  with  him  on  that 
day.  I  would  have  excused  myself  from  being  of 
the  party ;  but  not  having,  any  more  than  Umphra- 
ville, a  talent  at  refusal,  was,  like  him,  overpowered 
by  the  solicitations  of  his  cousin. 

The  history  of  that  dinner  I  may  possibly  give 
my  readers  hereafter,  in  a  separate  paper  ;  a  dinner, 
nowadays,  being  a  matter  of  consequence,  and  not 
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to  be  managed  in  an  episode.  The  time  between 
was  devoted  by  Mr.  Umphraville  to  business,  in 
which  he  was  pleased  commonly  to  ask  my  advice, 
and  to  communicate  his  opinions.  The  last  I  found 
generally  unfavorable  both  of  men  and  things  ;  my 
friend  carries  the  prisca  fides  too  much  about  with 
him  to  be  perfectly  pleased  in  his  dealings  with 
people  of  business.  When  we  returned  home  in  the 
evening,  he  seemed  to  feel  a  relief  in  having  got  out 
of  the  reach  of  the  world,  and  muttered  expressions, 
not  to  mention  the  inflections  of  his  countenance, 
which,  if  fairly  set  down  on  paper,  would  almost 
amount  to  calling  his  banker  a  Jew,  his  lawyer  not 
a  gentleman,  and  his  agent  a  pettifogger.  He  was, 
however,  very  ready  to  clap  up  a  truce  with  his 
ideas  when  in  company  with  these  several  person- 
ages ;  and  though  he  thought  he  saw  them  taking 
advantages,  of  which  I  am  persuaded  they  were 
perfectly  innocent,  he  was  contented  to  turn  his  face 
another  way,  and  pass  on.  A  man  of  Umphraville's 
disposition  is  willing  to  suffer  all  the  penalties  of 
silliness,  but  that  of  being  thought  silly. 
I 
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Among  the  many  advantages  arising  from  culti- 
vated sentiment,  one  of  the  first  and  most  truly 
valuable,  is  that  delicate  complacency  of  mind  which 
leads  us  to  consult  the  feelings  of  those  with  whom 
we  live,  by  showing  a  disposition  to  gratify  them  as 
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far  as  in  our  power,  and  by  avoiding  whatever  has 
a  contrary  tendency. 

They  must,  indeed,  have  attended  little  to  what 
passes  in  the  world,  who  do  not  know  the  impor- 
tance of  this  disposition  ;  who  have  not  observed, 
that  the  want  of  it  often  poisons  the  domestic  hap- 
piness of  famihes,  whose  fehcity  every  other  circum- 
stance concurs  to  pi'omote. 

Among  the  letters  lately  received  from  my  cor- 
respondents, are  two,  which,  as  they  aiford  a  lively 
picture  of  the  bad  consequences  resulting  from  the 
neglect  of  this  complacency,  I  shall  here  lay  before 
my  readers.  The  first  is  from  a  lady,  who  writes  as 
follows :  — 

"  TO    THE   AUTHOR   OF    THE   MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"  My  father  was  a  merchant  of  some  eminence, 
who  gave  me  a  good  education,  and  a  fortune  of 
several  thousand  pounds.  With  these  advantages, 
a  tolerable  person,  and  I  think  not  an  unamiable 
temper,  I  was  not  long  arrived  at  womanhood  before 
I  found  myself  possessed  of  many  admirers.  Among 
others  was  Mr.  Gold,  a  gentleman  of  a  very  re- 
spectable character,  who  had  some  connections  in 
trade  with  my  father ;  to  him,  being  a  young  man 
of  good  figure,  and  of  very  open  and  obliging  man- 
ners, I  soon  gave  the  preference,  and  we  wei'e  ac- 
cordingly married  with  the  universal  approbation  of 
my  friends. 

"  We  have  now  lived  together  above  three  years, 
and  I  have  brouglit  him  two  boys  and  a  girl,  all  very 
fine  children.  I  go  little  abroad,  attend  to  nothing 
so  much  as  tlie  economy  of  our  family,  am  as  oblig- 
ing as  possible  to  all  my  husband's  friends,  and  study 
in  every  particular  to  be  a  kind  and  dutiful  wife. 
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Mr.  Gold's  reputation  and  success  in  business  daily 
increase,  and  he  is,  in  the  main,  a  kind  and  attentive 
husband  ;  yet  I  find  him  so  particular  in  his  temper, 
and  so  often  out  of  humour  about  trifles,  that,  in  spite 
of  all  those  comfortable  circumstances,  I  am  per- 
fectly unhappy. 

"•  At  one  time  he  finds  fault  with  the  dishes  at 
table ;  at  another,  with  the  choice  of  my  maid  ser- 
vants ;  sometimes  he  is  displeased  with  the  trimming 
of  ray  gown,  sometimes  with  the  shape  of  my  cloak, 
or  the  figure  of  my  headdress  ;  and  should  1  chance 
to  give  an  opinion  on  any  subject  which  is  not  per- 
fectly to  his  mind,  he  probably  looks  out  of  humour 
at  the  time,  and  he  is  sure  to  chide  me  about  it  when 
we  are  by  ourselves. 

"  It  is  of  no  consequence  whether  I  have  been 
right  or  wrong  in  any  of  those  particulars.  If  I 
say  a  word  in  defence  of  my  choice  or  opinion,  it 
is  sure  to  make  matters  worse,  and  I  am  only 
called  a  fool  for  my  pains  ;  or,  if  I  express  my 
wonder  that  he  should  give  himself  uneasiness  about 
such  trifles,  he  answers  sullenly,  that,  to  be  sure, 
every  thing  is  a  trifle  in  which  I  choose  to  disoblige 
him. 

"  It  was  but  the  other  day,  as  we  were  just  going 
out  to  dine  at  a  friend's  house,  he  told  me  my  gown 
was  extremely  ugly.  I  answered,  liis  observation 
surprised  me,  for  it  was  garnet,  and  I  had  it  taken 
off  on  hearing  him  say  he  wondered  I  never  chose 
one  of  that  colour.  Upon  this  he  got  into  a  passion, 
said  it  was  very  odd  I  siiould  charge  my  bad  taste 
upon  him  ;  he  had  never  made  any  such  observation, 
for  the  colour  was  his  aversion.  The  dispute  at  last 
grew  so  warm,  that  I  threw  myself  down  on  a  set 
tee,  unable  to  continue  it,  wiiile  he  flung  out  of  the 
room,  ordered  away  the  coach  from   the   door,  and 
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wrote  an   apology  to  his  friend  for   our  not  waiting 
upon  him. 

"  We  (lined  in  our  different  apartments ;  and  though 
I  believe  we  were  equally  sorry  for  what  had  passed, 
and  Mr.  Gold,  when  we  met  at  supper,  asked  my 
pardon  for  having  contradicted  me  so  roughly  ;  yet 
we  had  not  sat  half  an  hour  together,  when  he  told 
me,  that,  after  all,  I  was  certainly  mistaken,  in  say- 
ing he  had  recommended  a  garnet  colour;  and  when 
I  very  coolly  assured  him  I  was  not,  he  renewed 
the  dispute  with  as  much  keenness  as  ever.  We 
parted  in  the  same  bad  humour  we  had  done  before 
dinner,  and  I  have  hardly  had  a  pleasant  look  from 
him  since. 

"  In  a  word,  Mr.  Gold  will  allow  me  to  have  no 
mind  but  his  ;  and,  unless  I  can  see  with  his  eyes, 
hear  with  his  ears,  and  taste  with  his  palate,  none  of 
which  I  can  very  easily  bring  myself  to  do,  as  you 
must  know  all  of  them  are  somewhat  particular,  I 
see  no  prospect  of  our  situation  changing  for  the 
better ;  and  what  makes  our  present  one  doubly 
provoking  is,  that,  but  for  this  unfortunate  weak- 
ness, Mr.  Gold,  who  is  in  other  respects,  a  very 
worthy  man,  would  make  one  of  the  best  of  hus- 
bands. 

"  Pray  tell  me,  Sir,  what  I  should  do  in  this  situ- 
ation, or  take  your  own  way  of  letting  my  husband 
see  his  weakness,  the  reformation  of  which  would  be 
the  greatest  of  all  earthly  blessings  to 
'•  Yours,  &c., 

"  Susanna  Gold." 

I  was  thinking  how  I  should  answer  this  letter, 
or  in  what  way  I  could  be  useful  to  my  correspond- 
ent, when  I  received  the  following,  the  insertion 
of  which  is,  I  believe,  tlie  best  reply  I  can  make 
to  it. 
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"  TO    THE   AUTHOR    OF    THE   MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"  I  was  bred  a  merchant ;  by  my  success  in  trade 
I  am  now  in  affluent  circumstances,  and  I  have 
reason  to  think  that  I  am  so  with  an  unblemished 
character. 

"  Some  years  ago,  I  married  the  daughter  of  a 
respectable  citizen,  who  brought  a  comfortable  addi- 
tion to  my  fortune ;  and,  as  she  had  been  virtuously 
educated,  and  seemed  cheerful  and  good-tempered, 
as  I  was  myself  naturally  of  a  domestic  turn,  and 
resolved  to  make  a  good  husband,  I  thought  we  bad(^ 
fair  for  being  happy  in  each  other. 

"  But  though  I  must  do  my  spouse  the  justice  to 
say,  that  she  is  discreet  and  prudent,  attentive  to 
the  affairs  of  her  family,  a  careful  and  fond  mother 
to  her  children,  and,  in  many  respects,  an  affection- 
ate and  dutiful  wife ;  yet  one  foible  in  her  temper 
destroys  the  effect  of  all  these  good  qualities.  She 
is  so  much  attached  to  her  own  opinions  in  every 
trifle,  so  impatient  of  contradiction  in  them,  and 
withal  so  ready  to  dispute  mine,  that,  if  I  disap- 
prove of  her  taste  or  sentiments,  in  any  one  partic- 
ular, or  seem  dissatisfied,  when  she  disapproves  of 
my  taste  or  sentiments,  it  is  the  certain  source  of  a 
quarrel ;  and  while  we  perfectly  agree  as  to  our 
general  plan  of  life,  and  every  essential  circum- 
stance of  our  domestic  economy,  this  silly  fancy, 
that  I  must  eat,  dress,  think,  and  speak,  precisely 
as  she  would  have  me,  while  she  will  not  accommo- 
date herself  to  me  in  the  most  trifling  of  these  par- 
ticulars, gives  me  perpetual  uneasiness  ;  and,  witli 
almost  every  thing  I  could  wish,  a  genteel  income,  a 
good  reputation,  promising  children,  and  a  virtuous 
wife,  whom  I  sincerely  esteem,  I  havL^  the  mortifica- 
tion to  find  myself  absolutely  unhappy. 
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"I  am  sure  this  foible  of  my  poor  wife,  will  ap- 
pear to  you,  Mr.  Mirror,  in  its  proper  light  ;  your 
making  it  appear  so  to  her,  may  be  the  means  of 
alleviating  our  mutual  distress ;  for,  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  I  believe  she  is  almost  as  great  a  sufferer  as 
I  am.  I  hope  you  will  gratify  me  in  this  desire  ; 
by  doing  so  you  may  be  of  general  service,  and  will 
particularly  oblige 

"  Your  constant  reader,  and 

"  Obedient  humble  servant, 

"  Nathaniel  Gold." 

On  comparing  these  two  letters  it  is  evident  that, 
from  the  want  of  that  complacency  mentioned  in 
the  beginning  of  this  paper,  the  very  sensibility  of 
temper,  and  strength  of  affection,  which,  under  its 
influence,  "Avould  have  made  this  good  couple  happy, 
has  had  a  quite  contrary  effect.  The  source  of  the 
disquiet  they  complain  of,  is  nothing  else  than  the 
want  of  that  respect  for  the  taste,  feelings,  and 
opinions  of  each  other,  which  constitutes  the  dispo- 
sition I  have  recommended  above,  and  which,  so  far 
from  being  inconsistent  with  a  reasonable  desire  of 
i-eforming  each  other  in  these  particulars,  is  the  most 
probable  means  of  accomplishing  it. 

Nor  is  the  case  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gold  singular  in 
this  respect.  By  much  the  greatest  part  of  domes- 
tic quarrels  originate  from  the  want  of  this  pliancy 
of  disposition,  which  people  seem,  very  absurdly,  to 
suppose  may  be  dispensed  with  in  trifles.  I  have 
known  a  man  who  would  have  parted  with  half  his 
estate  to  serve  a  friend,  to  whom  he  would  not  have 
yielded  a  hair's  breadth  in  an  argument.  But  the 
lesser  virtues  must  be  attended  to  as  well  as  the 
greater ;  the  manners  as  well  as  the  duties  of  life. 
They  form  a  sort  of  pocket  coin,  which,  though  it 
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does  not  enter  into  great  and  important  transactions, 
is  absolutely  necessary  for  common  and  ordinary  in- 
tercourse. 
K 
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In  compliance  with  a  promise  I  made  my  readers 
at  the  close  of  last  Saturday's  paper,  at  least  it  was 
that  sort  of  promise  which  a  man  keeps  when  the 
thing  suits  his  inclination,  I  proceed  to  give  them 
an  account  of  that  dinner  to  which  my  friend  Mr. 
Umphravilla  and  I  were  invited  by  his  cousin,  Mr. 
Bearskin. 

On  our  way  to  the  house,  I  perceived  certain 
symptoms  of  dissatisfaction,  which  my  friend  could 
not  help  bringing  forth,  though  he  durst  not  impute 
them  to  the  right  cause ;  as  I  have  heard  of  men 
beating  their  wives  at  home,  to  revenge  themselves 
for  the  crosses  they  have  met  with  abroad.  He 
complained  of  the  moistness  of  the  weather,  and 
the  dirtiness  of  the  street;  was  quite  fatigued  with 
the  length  of  the  way,  Mr.  Bearskin's  house  being 
fashionably  eccentric,  and  almost  cursed  the  tailor 
for  the  tightness  of  a  suit  of  clothes,  which  he  had 
bespoke  on  his  arrival  in  town,  and  had  now  put  on 
for  the  first  time.  His  chagrin,  I  believe,  was  in- 
creased by  his  having  just  learned  from  his  lawyer 
that  the  business  he  came  to  town  about  could  not 
be  finished  at  the  time  he  expected,  but  would  prob- 
ably last  a  week  longer. 

When  we  entered  Mr.  Bearskin's  drawing-room. 
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we  found  his  wife  sitting  witli  her  three  daughters 
ready  to  receive  us.  It  was  easy  to  see,  by  the  air 
of  the  lady,  that  she  was  perfectly  mistress  of  the 
house,  and  that  her  husband  was  only  a  secondary 
person  there ;  he  seemed,  however,  contented  with 
his  situation,  and  an  admirer  of  his  wife ;  a  sort  of 
lapdog  husband,  of  whom  I  have  seen  many ;  who 
looks  sleek,  runs  about  briskly,  and  though  he  now 
and  then  gets  a  kick  from  his  mistress,  is  as  ready 
to  play  over  his  tricks  again  as  ever. 

Mr.  Bearskin,  after  many  expressions  of  his  hap- 
piness in  seeing  his  cousin  in  his  new  house,  pro- 
posed walking  us  down  stairs  again,  to  begin  show- 
ing it  from  the  ground  story  upwards.  Umphraville, 
though  I  saw  him  sweating  at  the  idea,  was  ready  to 
follow  his  conductor,  when  we  were  saved  by  the  in- 
terposition of  the  lady,  who  uttered  a  ."  Psha  !  Mr. 
Bearskin,"  with  so  significant  a  look,  that  her  hus- 
band instantly  dropped  his  design,  saying,  "  to  be 
sure  there  was  not  much  worth  seeing,  though  he 
could  have  wished  to  have  shown  his  cousin  his 
study,  which  he  thought  was  tolerably  clever."  — 
''I  thought,  papa,"  said  the  eldest  of  the  misses, 
"  it  was  not  quite  in  order  yet."  —  "  Why,  not  alto- 
gether, "  replied  her  father  :  "  I  have  not  been  able 
to  get  up  my  heads,  as  Pope  has  lost  an  ear,  and 
Homer  the  left  side  of  his  beard,  by  the  careless- 
ness of  a  packer ;  and  I  want  about  three  feet  and 
a  half  of  folios  of  my  lowest  shelf"  —  "I  don't 
care  if  there  was  not  a  folio  in  the  world,"  rejoined 
Miss.  "  Cbild  !  "  said  her  mother  in  a  tone  of  re- 
buke. —  Miss  bridled  up  and  was  silent ;  I  smiled ; 
Umphraville  walked  to  the  window,  and  wiped  his 
forehead. 

Bearskin  now  pulled  out  his  watch,  and,  telling 
the  hour,  said,  he  wondered  his  friend  Mr.  Blubber 
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was  not  come,  as  he  was  generally  punctual  to  a 
minute.  While  he  spoke,  a  loud  rap  at  the  door  an- 
nounced the  expected  company  ;  and  presently,  Mr. 
Blubber,  his  wife,  a  son,  and  two  daughters,  entered 
the  room.  The  first  had  on  an  old-fashioned  pom- 
j)adour  coat  with  gold  buttons,  and  very  voluminous 
sleeves,  his  head  adorned  by  a  large  major  wig,  with 
curls  as  white  and  as  stiff  as  if  they  had  been  cast 
in  plaster  of  Paris ;  but  the  females,  and  heir  of" 
the  family,  were  dressed  in  the  vexy  height  of  the 
mode.  Bearskin  introduced  the  old  gentleman  to 
his  cousin  Mr.  Umphraville  :  "  Mr.  Blubber,  Sir, 
a  very  particular  friend  of  mine,"  and,  turning  to  me 
with  a  whisper,  "  worth  fourscore  thousand  pounds,  if 
he  's  worth  a  farthing."  Blubber  said,  he  feared  they 
had  kept  us  waiting;  but  that  his  wife  and  daugli- 
ters  had  got  under  the  hands  of  the  hairdresser, 
and  he  verily  thought  would  never  have  done  with 
him.  The  ladies  were  too  busy  to  reply  to  this  ac- 
cusation ;  they  had  got  into  a  committee  of  inquiry 
on  Mr.  Edward  Blubber's  waistcoat,  which  had  been 
tamboured,  it  seems,  by  his  sisters,  and  was  univer- 
sally declared  to  be  monstrous  handsome.  The 
young  man  himself  seemed  to  be  highly  delighted 
with  the  reflection  of  it  in  a  mirror  that  stood  oppo- 
site to  him.  "  Isn't  it  vastly  pretty,  Sir  ?  "  said  one 
of  the  young  ladies  to  Umphraville.  "  Ma'am  !  " 
said  he,  starting  from  a  reverie,  in  which  I  saw,  by 
his  countenance,  he  was  meditating  on  the  young 
gentleman  and  his  waistcoat  in  no  very  favourable 

manner. 1    read    her    countenance    too  ;     she 

thought  Umphraville  just  the  fool  he  did  her 
brother. 

Dinner  was  now  announced,  and  the  company, 
after  some  ceremonial,  got  into  their  places  at  table, 
in  the  centre  of  which  stood  a  sumptuous  epargney 
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filled,  as  Bearskin  informed  us,  with  the  produce  of 
his  farm.  This  joke,  which,  I  suppose,  was  as 
regular  as  the  grace  before  dinner,  was  explained  to 
the  ignorant  to  mean,  that  the  sweetmeats  came 
from  a  plantation  in  one  of  the  West-India  islands, 
in  which  he  had  a  concern.  The  epargne  itself  now 
produced  another  dissertation  from  the  ladies,  and, 
like  the  waistcoat,  was  also  pronounced  monstrous 
liandsome.  Blubber,  taking  his  eye  half  off  a  plate  of 
salmon,  to  which  he  had  just  been  helped,  observed, 
that  it  would  come  to  a  handsome  price  too ;  — 
"  Sixty  ounces,  I'll  warrant  it,"  said  he  ;  "  but  as  the 
plate  tax  is  now  repealed,  it  will  cost  but  the  in- 
terest a-keeping."  —  "La,  papa,"  said  Miss  Blubber, 
you  are  always  thinking  of  the  money  things  cost." 
—  "  Yes,"  added  her  brother,  "  tables  of  interest  are 
an  excellent  accompaniment  for  a  dessert." — At  this 
speech  all  the  ladies  lauglied  very  loud.  Blubber 
said,  he  was  an  impudent  dog;  but  seemed  to  relish 
his  son's  wit,  notwithstanding.  Umphraville  looked 
sternly  at  him  ;  and,  had  not  a  glance  at  his  waist- 
coat set  him  down  as  something  beneath  a  man's 
anger,  I  don't  know  what  consequences  might  have 
followed.  During  the  rest  of  the  entertainment, 
I  could  see  the  fumet  of  fool  and  coxcomb  on  every 
morsel  that  Umphraville  swallowed,  though  Mrs. 
Bearskin,  next  to  whom  he  sat,  was  at  great  pains 
to  help  him  to  the  nice  bits  of  every  thing  witiiin 
her  reach. 

When  dinner  was  over,  Mr.  Blubber  mentioned 
his  design  of  making  a  tour  through  the  Highlands, 
to  visit  Stirling,  Taymouth,  and  Dunkeld ;  and  ap- 
plying to  our  landlord  for  some  description  of  these 
places,  was  by  him  referred  to  Mr.  Umphraville 
and  me.  Mr.  Umphraville  was  not  in  a  communi- 
cative mood ;  so  I  was  obliged  to  assure  Mr.  Blub- 
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ber,  who  talked  with  much  uncertainty  and  appre- 
hension of  these  matters,  that  he  would  find  beds 
and  bedclothes,  meat  for  himself,  and  corn  for  his 
horses,  at  the  sevei'al  places  above  mentioned ;  that 
he  had  no  dangerous  seas  to  cross  in  getting  at 
them  ;  and  that  there  were  no  highwaymen  upon  the 
road. 

After  this  there  was  a  considerable  interval  of 
silence,  and  we  were  in  danger  of  getting  once  more 
upon  Mr.  Edward's  fine  waistcoat,  when  Mr.  Bear- 
skin, informing  the  company  that  his  cousin  was  a 
great  lover  of  music,  called  on  his  daughter,  Miss 
Polly,  for  a  song,  with  which,  after  some  of  the  usual 
apologies,  she  complied ;  and  in  compliment  to  Mr. 
Umphraville's  taste,  who,  she  was  sure,  must  like 
Italian  music,  she  sung,  or  rather  squalled,  a  song 
of  Sacchini's,  in  which  there  was  scarcely  one  bar 
in  tune  from  beginning  to  end.  Miss  Blubber  said, 
in  her  usual  phraseology,  that  it  was  a  monstrous 
sweet  air.  —  Her  brother  swore  it  was  divinely  sung. 

Umphraville  gulped  down  a  falsehood  with  a 

very  bad  grace,  and  said.  Miss  would  be  a  good 
, singer  with  a  little  more  practice.  A  compliment 
which  was  not  more  distant  from  truth  on  one  side, 
than  from  Miss's  expectations  on  the  other,  and,  I 
could  plainly  perceive,  did  not  set  him  forward  in 
the  favour  of  the  family. 

"  My  father  is  a  judge  of  singing,  too,"  said  Mr. 
Edward  Blubber ;  •'  what  is  your  opinion  of  the 
song.  Sir?"  —  "My  opinion  is,"  said  he,  "that  your 
Italianos  always  set  me  asleep  ;  English  ears  should 
have  English  songs,  I  think."  — "  Then,  suj)pose 
one  of  the  ladies  should  give  us  an  English  song," 
said  I. — "'Tis  a  good  motion,"  said  Mr.  Bearskin, 
"  I  second  it ;  Miss  Betsy  Blubber  sings  an  excellent 
English  song."  — Miss  Betsy  denied  stoutly  that  she 
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ever  sung  at  all;  but  evidence  being  pi'oduced  against 
her,  she,  at  last,  said  she  would  try  if  she  could 
make  out  "  The  Maid's  Choice."  —  "Ay,  ay,  Betsy," 
said  her  father,  "  a  very  good  song ;  I  have  heard  it 
before." 

—  "  If  I  could  but  find  — 
"I  care  not  for  fortune  —  Umph!  —  a  man  to  my  mind" 

Miss  Betsy  began  the  song  accordingly,  and,  to 
make  up  for  her  want  of  voice,  accompanied  it  with 
a  great  deal  of  action.  Either  from  the  accident 
of  his  being  placed  opposite  to  her,  or,  from  a  sly 
application  to  his  state  as  an  old  bachelor,  she  chose 
to  personify  the  maid's  choice  in  the  figure  of  Um- 
phraville,  and  pointed  the  description  of  the  song 
particularly  at  him.  Umphraville,  with  all  his  dig- 
nity, his  abilities,  and  his  knowledge,  felt  himself 
uneasy  and  ridiculous  under  the  silly  allusion  of  a 
ballad ;  he  blushed,  attempted  to  laugh,  blushed 
again,  and  still  looked  with  that  awkward  impor- 
tance which  only  the  more  attracted  the  ridicule  of 
the  fools  around  him.  Not  long  after  the  ladies 
retired  ;  and  no  persuasion  of  his  cousin  could 
induce  him  to  stay  the  evening,  or  even  to  enter 
the  drawing-room  where  they  were  assembled  at 
tea. 

"  Thank  Heaven  !  "  said  Umphraville,  when  the 
door  was  shut,  and  we  had  got  fairly  into  the  street. 
"  Amen  !  "  I  replied,  smiling,  "  for  our  good  dinner 
and  excellent  wine  ! "  —  "  How  the  devil,  Charles," 
said  he,  ''  do  you  contrive  to  bear  all  this  nonsense 
with  the  composure  you  do?"  —  "Why,  I  have 
often  told  you,  my  friend,  that  our  earth  is  not  a 
planet  fitted  up  only  for  the  reception  of  wise  men. 
Your  Blubbers  and  Bearskins  are  necessary  parts 
of  the  system ;  they  deserve  the  enjoyments  they 
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are  capable  of  feeling;  —  and  I  am  not  sure  if  he 
who   suffers  from   his  own  superiority  does  not  de- 
serve his  sufferings." 
I 
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"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"Till  I  arrived  at  the  age  of  twenty,  ray  time 
was  divided  between  my  books  and  the  society  of  a 
few  friends,  whom  a  similarity  of  pursuits  and  dis- 
positions recommended  to  me.  About  that  period, 
finding  that  the  habits  of  reserve  and  retirement 
had  acquired  a  ])o\ver  over  me  which  my  situation 
as  heir  to  a  considerable  fortune  would  render  in- 
convenient, I  was  prevailed  upon,  partly  by  a  sense 
of  this,  partly  by  the  importunity  of  my  relations, 
to  make  an  effort  for  acquiring  a  more  general  ac- 
quaintance and  fashionable  deportment.  As  I  was 
conscious  of  an  inclination  to  oblige,  and  a  quick 
sense  of  propriety,  two  qualities  which  I  esteemed 
the  ground  of  good-breeding;  as  my  wit  was  tol- 
erably ready,  and  ray  figure  not  disadvantageous, 
I  own  to  you  that  I  enteilained  some  hopes  of 
success. 

"  I  was,  however,  unsuccessful.  The  novelty  of 
the  scenes  in  which  I  found  myself  engaged,  the 
multiplicity  of  observances  and  attention  requisite 
upon  points  which  I  had  always  regai'ded  as  below 
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my  notice,  embarrassed  and  confounded  me.  The 
feelings  to  which  I  had  trusted  for  my  direction, 
served  only  to  make  me  awkward,  and  fearful  of 
offending.  My  obsequious  services  in  the  drawing- 
room  passed  unrewarded ;  and  my  observations, 
when  I  ventured  to  mingle,  either  in  the  chat  of  the 
women  or  the  politics  of  the  men,  being  delivered 
with  timidity  and  hesitation,  were  overlooked  or 
neglected.  Some  of  the  more  elderly  and  discreet 
among  the  former  seemed  to  pity  me  ;  and  I  could 
not  help  remarking  that  they  often,  as  if  they  had 
meant  the  hint  for  me,  talked  of  the  advantage  to 
be  derived  from  the  perusal  of  Lord  Chesterfield's 
Letters.  To  this  author,  then,  as  soon  as  I  learned 
his  subject,  I  had  recourse,  as  to  a  guide  that  would 
point  out  my  way,  and  support  me  in  my  journey. 
But,  how  much  was  I  astonished,  when,  through  a 
veil  of  wit,  ridicule,  elegant  expression,  and  lively 
illustration,  I  discerned  a  studied  system  of  frivolity, 
meanness,  flattery,  and  dissimulation,  inculcated  as 
the  surest  and  most  eligible  road  to  eminence  and 
popularity. 

"  Young  as  I  am,  Mr.  Mirror,  and  heedless  as  I 
may  consequently  be  supposed,  I  cannot  think  that 
this  work  is  a  code  proper  for  being  held  up  to  us 
as  the  regulator  of  our  conduct.  The  talents  insisted 
on  with  peculiar  emphasis,  the  accomplishments 
most  earnestly  recommended,  are  such  as,  in  our 
days,  if  they  ought  to  be  treated  of  at  all,  should  be 
mentioned  only  to  put  us  on  our  guard  against  them. 
If  riches  naturally  tend  to  render  trifles  of  impor- 
tance ;  if  they  direct  our  attention  too  much  toward 
exterior  accomplishments ;  if  they  propagate  the 
courtly  and  complying  spirit  too  extensively  at  any 
rate,  we  certainly,  in  this  country,  so  wealthy  and 
luxurious,  have  no  need  of  exhortations  to  cultivate 
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or  acquire  those  qualifications.  The  habits  that 
may  arrest  for  a  little  time  the  progress  of  this  cor- 
ruption, ought  now  to  be  insisted  on.  Independence, 
fortitude,  stubborn  integrity,  and  pride  that  disdains 
the  shadow  of  servility  ;  these  are  the  virtues  which 
a  tutor  should  inculcate,  these  the  blessings  which 
a  fond  father  should  supplicate  from  Heaven  for  his 
offspring. 

"  It  is,  throughout,  the  error  of  his  lordship's 
system,  to  consider  talents  and  accomplishments 
according  to  the  use  that  may  be  made  of  them, 
rather  than  their  intrinsic  worth.  In  this  catechism, 
applause  is  rectitude,  and  success  is  morality.  That, 
in  our  days,  a  person  may  rise  to  eminence  by  triv- 
ial accomplishments,  and  become  popular  by  flattery 
and  dissimulation,  may,  perhaps,  be  true.  But  from 
this  it  surely  does  not  follow  that  these  are  the  means 
which  an  honourable  character  should  employ'. 
There  is  a  dignity  in  the  mind  which  cultivates 
those  arts  alone  that  are  valuable,  which  courts 
those  characters  alone  that  are  worthy,  which  dis- 
dains to  conceal  its  own  sentiments,  or  minister  to 
the  foibles  of  others  ;  there  is,  I  say,  a  conscious 
dignity  and  satisfaction  in  these  feelings,  which 
neither  applause,  nor  power,  nor  popularity,  without 
them,  can  ever  bestow. 

"  Many  of  his  lordship's  distinctions  are  too  nice 
for  my  faculties.  I  cannot,  for  my  part,  discern  the 
difference  between  feigned  confidence  and  insin- 
cerity ;  between  the  conduct  that  conveys  the  appro- 
bation of  a  sentiment,  or  the  flattery  of  a  foible,  and 
the  words  that  declare  it.  I  should  think  the  man 
whose  countenance  was  open,  and  his  thoughts  con- 
cealed, a  hypocrite ;  I  should  term  him  wlio  could 
treat  his  friends  as  if  they  were  at  the  same  time 
to  be   his   enemies,   a  monster  of  ingratitude   and 
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duplicity.  It  is  dangerous  to  trifle  thus  upon  the 
borders  of  virtue.  By  teaching  us  that  it  may 
insensibly  be  blended  with  vice,  that  their  respective 
limits  are  not  in  every  case  evident  and  certain,  our 
veneration  for  it  is  diminished.  Its  chief  safeguard 
is  a  jealous  sensibility,  that  startles  at  the  colour  or 
shadow  of  deceit.  When  this  barrier  has  been 
insulted,  can  any  other  be  opposed  at  which  con- 
science will  arise  and  proclaim.  Thus  far,  and  no 
further,  shalt  thou  advance  ? 

"  The  love  of  general  applause,  recommended  by 
his  lordship,  as  the  great  principle  of  conduct,  is  a 
folly  and  a  weakness.  He  that  directs  himself  by 
this  compass  cannot  hope  to  steer  through  life  with 
steadiness  and  consistency.  He  must  surrender  his 
own  character,  and  assume  the  hue  of  every  com- 
pany he  enters.  To  court  the  approbation  of  any 
one,  is,  in  a  tacit  manner,  to  do  homage  to  his 
judgment  or  his  feelings.  He  that  extends  his 
courtship  of  it  beyond  the  praiseworthy,  violates 
the  exclusive  privilege  of  virtue,  and  must  seek  it 
by  unworthy  arts. 

"  On  the  other  hand,  though  I  am  by  no  means  a 
friend  to  rash  and  unguarded  censure,  yet  I  cannot 
help  considering  the  conduct  of  him  who  will  cen- 
sure nothing,  who  will  speak  his  sentiments  of  no 
character  with  freedom,  who  palliates  every  error, 
and  apologizes  for  every  failing,  as  more  nearly 
allied  to  meanness,  timidity,  and  a  time-serving  tem- 
per, than  it  is  connected  with  candour,  or  favourable 
to  the  cause  of  virtue. 

"Nor  can  I  persuade  myself  that  his  lordship's 
system  will  be  attended  with  general  success.  The 
real  character  is  the  only  one  that  can  be  maintained 
at  all  times,  and  in  all  dispositions.  Professions 
of  friendship  and  regard  will  lead  to  expectations  of 


NO.    35.  MIRROR.  207 

service  that  cannot  be  answered.  The  sentiments 
delivered  in  one  compan)',  the  manners  assumed 
upon  one  occasion,  will  be  remembered,  and  con- 
trasted with  those  that  are  presented  on  another. 
Suspicion,  once  awakened,  will  penetrate  the  darkest 
cloud  which  art  can  throw  around  a  person  in  the 
common  intercourse  of  life. 

"  Let  us  consider,  too,  were  this  system  generally 
adopted,  what  a  dull  insipid  scene  must  society 
become !  No  distinction,  no  natural  expression  of 
character  ;  no  confidence  of  professions  of  any  kind  ; 
no  assurance  of  sincerity  ;  no  secret  sympathy,  nor 
delightful  correspondence  of  feeling.  All  the  sallies 
of  wit,  all  the  graces  of  polite  manners,  would  but 
ill  supply  the  want  of  these  pleasures,  the  purest  and 
most  elegant  which  human  life  affords. 

"EUGENIUS." 

"  TO    THE   AUTHOR   OF    THE    MIRROR. 

"  SIE, 

"As  you  treat  much  of  politeness,  I  wish  you 
would  take  notice  of  a  particular  sort  of  incivility 
from  which  one  suffers,  without  being  thought  enti- 
tled to  complain.  I  mean,  that  of  never  contradict- 
ing one  at  all. 

"  I  have  lately  come  from  my  father's  in  the 
country,  where  1  was  reckoned  a  girl  of  tolerable 
parts,  to  reside  for  some  time  at  my  aunt's  in  town. 
Here  is  a  visitor,  Mr.  Dappervvit,  a  good-looking 
young  man,  with  white  teeth,  a  fine  complexion,  his 
cheeks  dimpled,  and  rather  a  little  full  and  large  at 
bottom  ;  in  short,  the  civilest,  most  complying  sort 
of  face  you  can  imagine.  As  I  have  often  taken 
notice  of  his  behaviour,  I  was  resolved  to  rainule 
down  his  discourse  the  other  evening  at  tea.     The 
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conversation  began  about  the  weather,  my  aunt 
observing  that  the  seasons  were  wonderfully  altered 
in  her  memory.  '  Certainly,  my  lady,'  said  Mr. 
Dapperwit,  '  amazingly  altered  indeed.'  —  '  Now  I 
have  heard  my  father  say,'  said  I,  '  that  is  a  vulgar 
error  ;  for  that  it  appears  from  registers  kept  for  the 
purpose,  that  the  state  of  the  weather,  though  it  may 
be  different  in  certain  seasons,  months,  or  weeks, 
preserves  a  wonderful  equilibrium  in  general.'  — 
'  Why  to  be  sure.  Miss,  I  believe,  in  general,  as  you 
say ;  but,  talking  of  the  weather,  I  hope  your  lady- 
ship caught  no  cold  at  the  play  t'  other  night ;  we 
were  so  awkwardly  situated  in  getting  out.'  — '  Not 
in  the  least.  Sir;  I  was  greatly  obliged  to  your 
services  there.'  —  'You  were  well  entertained,  I 
hope,  my  lady  ! '  —  '  Very  well,  indeed  ;  I  laughed 
exceedingly ;  there  is  a  great  deal  of  wit  in  Shak- 
speare's  comedies;  't  is  pity  there  is  so  much  of  low 
life  in  them.'  —  'Your  ladyship's  criticism  is  ex- 
tremely just;  everybody  must  be  struck  with  it.' 
— '  Why  now  I  think,'  said  I  again,  '  that  what  you 
call  low  life,  is  nature,  which  I  would  not  lose  for 
all  the  rest  of  the  play.'  — '  Oh  !  doubtless.  Miss ; 
for  nature  Shakspeare  is  inimitable,  everybody 
must  allow  that.'  — '  What  do  you  think.  Sir,'  said 
my  cousin  Betsy,  who  is  a  piece  of  a  poetess  herself, 
'  of  that  monody  you  were  so  kind  as  to  send  us 
yesterday  ?  '  —  'I  never  deliver  my  opinion.  Ma'am, 
before  so  able  a  judge,  till  I  am  first  informed  of 
hers.'  — '  I  think  it  the  most  beautiful  poem,  Sir,  I 
have  read  of  a  great  while.'  — '  Your  opinion, 
Ma'am,  flatters  me  extremely,  as  it  agrees  exactly 
with  ray  own ;  they  are,  I  think,  incontestably  the 
sweetest  lines  ' —  '  Sweet  they  may  be,'  here  I  broke 
in, '  I  allow  them  merit  in  the  versification  ;  but  that 
is  only  one,  and  with  me,  by  no  means  the  chief 
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requisite  in  a  poem ;  they  want  force  altogether.'  — 
'  Nay,  a.s  to  the  matter  of  force,  indeed,  it  must  be 
owned '  — '  Yes,  Sir,  and  unity,  and  propriety,  and 
a  thousand  other  things ;  but,  if  my  cousin  will  be 
kind  enough  to  fetch  the  poem  from  her  dressing- 
room  we  will  be  judged  by  you,  Mr.  Dapperwit.' — 
'  Pardon  me,  ladies,  you  would  not  have  me  be  so 
rude. 

'  Who  shall  decide,  when  doctors  disagree?' 

"  And,  with  that,  he  made  one  of  the  finest  bows 
in  the  world. 

"  If  all  this.  Sir,  proceed  from  silliness,  we  must 
pity  the  man,  and  there  's  an  end  on  't ;  if  it  arise 
from  an  idea  of  silliness  in  us,  let  such  gentlemen  as 
Mr.  Dapperwit  know  that  they  are  very  much  mis- 
taken. But  if  it  be  the  efl'ect  of  pure  civility,  pray 
inform  them,  Mr.  Mirror,  that  it  is  the  most  provok- 
ing piece  of  rudeness  they  can  possibly  commit. 
"  Yours,  &c., 

"Bridget  Nettlewit." 
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Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest. 

GKAY. 

Nothing  has  a  greater  tendency  to  elevate  and 
affect  the  heart  than  the  reflection  upon  those  per- 
sonages who  have  performed  a  distinguished  part 
on  the  theatre  of  life,  whose  actions  were  attended 
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with  important  consequences  to  the  world  around 
them,  or  whose  writings  have  animated  or  instructed 
mankind.  The  thought  that  they  are  now  no  more, 
that  their  ashes  are  mingled  with  those  of  the 
meanest  and  most  worthless,  affords  a  subject  of 
contemplation,  which,  however  melancholy,  the 
mind,  in  a  moment  of  pensiveness,  may  feel  a  secret 
sort  of  delight  to  indulge.  "  Tell  her,"  says  Hamlet, 
"  that  she  may  paint  an  inch  thick  ;  yet  to  this  she 
must  come  at  last." 

When  Xerxes,  at  the  head  of  his  numerous  army, 
saw  all  his  troops  ranged  in  order  before  him,  he 
burst  into  tears  at  the  thought,  that,  in  a  short  time, 
they  would  be  swept  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  and 
be  removed  to  give  place  to  those  who  would  fill 
other  armies,  and  rank  under  other  generals. 

Something  of  what  Xerxes  felt  from  the  consid- 
eration that  those  who  then  were  should  cease  to 
be,  it  is  equally  natural  to  feel  from  the  reflection 
that  all  who  have  formerly  lived  have  ceased  to  live, 
and  that  nothing  more  remains  than  the  memory  of 
a  very  few  who  have  left  some  memorial  which  keeps 
alive  their  names,  and  the  fame  with  which  those 
names  are  accompanied. 

But  serious  as  this  reflection  may  be,  it  is  not  so 
deep  as  the  thought  that  even  of  those  persons  who 
were  possessed  of  talents  for  distinguishing  them- 
selves in  the  world,  for  having  their  memories  handed 
down  from  age  to  age,  much  the  greater  part,  it 
is  likely,  from  hard  necessity,  or  by  some  of  the 
various  fatal  accidents  of  life,  have  been  excluded 
from  the  possibility  of  exerting  themselves,  or  of 
being  useful  either  to  those  who  lived  in  the  same 
age,  or  to  posterity.  Poverty  in  many,  and  "  disas- 
trous chance"  in  others,  have  "  chilled  the  genial  cur- 
rent of  the  soul,"  and  numbers  have  been  cut  off  by 
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premature  death  in  the  midst  of  project  and  ambi- 
tion. How  many  have  there  been  in  the  ages  that 
are  past,  how  many  may  exist  at  this  very  moment, 
who,  with  all  the  talents  fitted  to  shine  in  the  world, 
to  guide  or  to  instruct  it,  may,  by  some  secret  mis- 
fortune, have  had  their  minds  depressed,  or  the  fire 
of  their  genius  extinguished  ! 

I  have  been  led  into  these  I'eflections  from  the 
perusal  of  a  small  volume  of  poems  which  happens 
now  to  lie  before  me,  which,  though  possessed  of 
very  considerable  merit,  and  composed  in  this 
country,  are,  I  believe,  very  little  known.  In  a 
well- written  preface,  the  reader  is  told,  that  most 
of  them  are  the  production  of  Michael  Bruce  ;  that 
this  Michael  Bruce  was  born  in  a  remote  village  in 
Kinross-shire,  and  descended  from  parents  remarka- 
ble for  nothing  but  the  innocence  and  simplicity  of 
their  lives  ;  that  in  the  twenty-first  year  of  his  age, 
he  was  seized  with  a  consumption,  which  put  an 
end  to  his  life. 

Nothing,  methinks,  has  more  the  power  of  awak- 
ening benevolence,  than  the  consideration  of  genius 
thus  depressed  by  situation,  suffered  to  pine  in  ob- 
scurity, and  sometimes,  as  in  the  case  of  this  unfor- 
tunate young  man,  to  perish,  it  may  be,  for  want  of 
those  comforts  and  conveniences  which  might  have 
fostered  a  delicacy  of  frame  or  of  mind,  ill  calculated 
to  bear  the  hardships  which  poverty  lays  on  both. 
For  my  own  part,  I  never  pass  the  place,  a  little 
hamlet  skirted  with  a  circle  of  old  ash  trees,  about 
three  miles  on  this  side  of  Kinross,  where  Michael 
Bruce  resided  ;  I  never  look  on  his  dwelling,  a 
small  thatched  house,  distinguished  from  the  cottages 
of  the  other  inhabitants  only  by  a  sashed  window 
at  the  end,  instead  of  a  lattice,  fringed  with  a  honey- 
suckle plant,    which  the  poor   youth    had    trained 
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around  it ;  I  never  find  myself  in  that  spot,  but  I 
stop  my  horse  involuntarily ;  and  looking  on  the 
window,  which  the  honeysuckle  has  now  almost 
covei-ed,  in  the  dream  of  the  moment,  I  picture  out 
a  figure  for  the  gentle  tenant  of  the  mansion.  I 
wish,  and  my  heart  swells  while  I  do  so,  that  he 
were  alive,  and  that  I  were  a  great  man,  to  have 
the  luxury  of  visiting  him  there,  and  bidding  hira  be 
happy.  I  cannot  carry  my  readers  thither  ;  but, 
that  they  may  share  some  of  my  feelings.  I  will 
present  them  with  an  extract  from  the  last  poem 
in  the  little  volume  before  me,  which  from  its  sub- 
ject, and  the  manner  in  which  it  is  written,  cannot 
fail  of  touching  the  heart  of  every  one  who  reads 
it. 

A  young  man  of  genius,  in  a  deep  consumption, 
at  the  age  of  twenty-one,  feeling  himself  every  mo- 
ment going  faster  to  decline,  is  an  object  sufficiently 
interesting  ;  but  how  much  must  every  feeling  on 
the  occasion  be  heightened,  when  we  know  that 
this  person  possessed  so  much  dignity  and  compos- 
ure of  mind  as  not  only  to  contemplate  his  ap- 
proaching fate,  but  even  to  wx-ite  a  poem  on  the 
subject ! 

In  the  French  language  there  is  a  much  admiretl 
poem  of  the  Abb^  de  Chaulieu,  written  in  expecta- 
tion of  his  own  death,  to  the  Marquis  la  Farre,  la- 
menting his  approaching  separation  from  his  friend. 
Michael  Bruce,  who,  it  is  probable,  never  heard  of 
the  Abbe  de  Chaulieu,  has  also  written  a  poem  on 
his  own  approaching  death  ;  with  the  latter  part  of 
which  I  shall  conclude  this  paper. 

Now  spring  returns  ;  but  not  to  ine  returns 
The  vernal  joy  my  better  years  have  known': 

Dim  in  my  breast  life's  dying  taper  burns, 
And  alfthe  joys  of  life  with  health  are  flov\qi. 
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Starting  and  shivering  in  th'  unconstant  wind, 
Meagre  and  pale,  the  gliost  of  what  I  was, 

Beneath  some  blasted  tree  I  lie  reclin'd. 
And  count  the  sQent  moments  as  they  pass: 

The  winged  moments,  who?e  unstaying  speed 
No  art  can  stop,  or  in  their  course  arrest  ; 

Whose  flight  shall  shortly  couut  me  with  the  dead, 
And  lay  me  down  in  peace  with  them  that  rest. 

Oft  morning  dreams  presage  approaching  fate  ; 

And  morning  dreams,  as  poets  tell,  are  true. 
Led  by  pale  ghosts,  I  enter  death's  dark  gate, 

And  bid  the  realms  of  light  and  life  adieu  ! 

I  hear  the  helpless  wail,  the  shriek  of  woe  ; 

I  see  the  muddy  wave,  the  dreary  shore, 
The  sluggish  streams  that  slowly  creep  below, 

Which  mortals  visit  and  return  no  more. 

Farewell,  ye  blooming  fields,  ye  cheerful  plains  ! 

Enough  for  me  the  churchyard's  lonely  mound. 
Where  Melancholy  with  still  Silence  reigns, 

And  the  rank  grass  waves  o'er  the  cheerless  ground. 

There  let  me  wander  at  the  close  of  eve, 
WTien  sleep  sits  dewy  on  the  labourer's  eyes, 

The  world  and  all  its  busy  follies  leave. 
And  talk  with  wisdom  where  my  Daphnis  lies. 

There  let  me  sleep,  forgotten,  in  the  clay. 

When  death  shall  shut  these  weary  aching  eyes. 

Rest  in  the  hopes  of  an  eternal  day, 
Till  the  long  night  is  gone,  and  the  last  morn  arise. 
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—  Creduln  viiam 
Spesjovel,  et  iiielius  cms  fore  semper  ait.     tibul. 

The  following  essay  I  received  some  time  ago 
from  a  correspondent,  to  whom,  if  I  may  judge  from 
the  handwriting,  I  was  once  before  indebted  for  an 
ingenious  communication. 

"The  experience  which  every  day  affords,  of  the 
mortifying  difference  between  those  ideal  pleasures 
which  we  conceive  to  flow  from  the  possession  of 
certain  objects  of  our  wishes,  and  the  feelings  con- 
sequent upon  their  actual  attainment,  has  furnished 
to  most  moralists  a  text  for  declaiming  on  the  van- 
ity of  human  pursuits,  the  folly  of  covetousness, 
the  madness  of  ambition,  and  the  only  true  wisdom 
of  being  humbly  satisfied  with  the  lot  and  station 
which  Providence  has  assigned  us. 

"  It  will  not  appear  extraordinary,  that  those 
moralists  have  hitherto  laboured  in  vain,  when  it  is 
considered  that  their  doctrine,  taken  in  the  latitude 
in  which  they  usually  preach  it,  would  cut  off  the 
greatest  source  of  our  happiness,  overthrow  every 
social  establishment,  and  is  nothing  less  than  an 
attempt  to  alter  the  nature  of  man.  It  may  be  a 
truth,  that  the  balance  of  happiness  and  misery  is 
much  the  same  in  most  conditions  of  life,  and  con- 
sequently that  no  change  of  circumstances  will 
either  greatly  enlarge  the  one,  or  diminish  the  other. 
But,  while  we  know  that,  to  attain  an  object  of  our 
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wishes,  or  to  change  our  condition,  is  not  to  increase 
our  happiness,  we  feel,  at  the  same  time,  that  the 
pursuit  of  this  object,  and  the  expectation  of  this 
change,  can  increase  it  in  a  very  sensible  degree. 
It  is  by  hope  that  we  truly  exist ;  our  only  enjoy- 
ment is  the  expectation  of  something  which  we  do 
not  possess  ;  the  recollection  of  the  past  serves  us 
but  to  direct  and  regulate  those  expectations ;  the 
present  is  employed  in  contemplating  them ;  it  is 
therefore  only  the  future  which  we  may  be  properly 
said  to  enjoy. 

"  A  philosopher  who  reasons  in  this  manner,  has 
a  much  more  powerful  incentive  to  cheerfulness  and 
contentment  of  mind,  than  what  is  furnished  by 
that  doctrine  which  inculcates  a  perpetual  warfare 
with  ourselves,  and  a  restraint  upon  the  strongest 
feelings  of  our  nature.  For,  while  he  feels  that  the 
possession  of  the  object  of  his  most  earnest  desires 
has  given  him  far  less  pleasure  than  was  promised 
by  a  distant  view  of  it,  he  is  consoled  by  reflecting 
that  the  expectation  of  this  object  has,  perhaps,  bright- 
ened many  years  of  his  life,  enabled  him  to  toil  for 
its  attainment  with  vigour  and  alacrity,  to  discharge, 
with  honour,  his  part  in  society  ;  in  short,  has  given 
him  in  reality  as  substantial  happiness  as  human 
nature  is  capable  of  enjoying. 

"  Though  several  years  younger  than  Euphanor, 
I  have  been  long  acquainted  with  him.  He  is 
now  in  his  fifty-second  year ;  an  age  when,  with 
most  men,  the  romantic  spirit  and  enthusiasm  of 
youth  have  long  given  place  to  the  cool  and  steady 
maxims  of  business  and  the  world.  It  is,  however, 
a  peculiarity  of  my  friend's  disposition,  that  the 
same  sanguine  temperament  of  mind  which,  from  in- 
fancy, has  attended  him  through  life,  still  continues 
to  actuate  him  as  strongly  as  ever.     As  he  disco v- 
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ered,  very  early,  a  fondness  for  classical  learning, 
his  father,  at  his  own  desire,  advanced  his  patrimony 
for  bis  education  at  the  university.  At  the  age  of 
twenty  he  was  left  without  a  shilling,  to  make  the 
best  of  his  talents  in  any  way  he  thought  proper. 
Certain  concurring  circumstances,  rather  than  choice, 
placed  him  as  an  under-clerk  in  a  counting-house. 
His  favourite  studies  were  here  totally  useless  ;  but 
while  he  gave  to  business  the  most  scrupulous  at- 
tention, they  still,  at  the  intervals  of  relaxation,  fur- 
nished his  chief  amusement.  It  would  be  equally 
tedious  and  foreign  to  my  purpose  to  mark  minutely 
the  steps  by  which  Euphanor,  in  the  course  of 
thirty  years'  application  to  business,  rose  to  be  mas- 
ter of  the  moderate  fortune  of  twenty  thousand 
pounds.  My  friend  always  considered  money  not 
in  the  common  light,  as  merely  the  end  of  labour, 
but  as  the  means  of  purchasing  certain  enjoyments 
which  his  fancy  had  pictured  as  constituting  the 
supreme  happiness  of  life. 

"  In  the  beginning  of  the   last  spring  I  received 
from  Euphanor  the  following  letter  : — 

'my  dear  sir, 
'  You,  who  are  familiar  with  my  disposition, 
will  not  be  surprised  at  a  piece  of  information,  which, 
1  doubt  not,  will  occasion  some  wonder  in  the  gen- 
eral circle  of  my  acquaintance.  I  have  now  fairly 
begun  to  execute  that  resolution,  of  which  you  have 
long  heard  me  talk,  of  entirely  withdrawing  myself 
from  business.  You  know  with  what  ardour  I  have 
longed  for  that  period,  when  fortune  should  bless 
me  with  a  competence  just  sufficient  to  prosecute  my 
favourite  scheme  of  retiring  to  the  country.  It  was 
that  darling  prospect  which  made  the  toils  of  busi- 
ness, for  which,  God  knows,  I   never  was   intended 
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by  nature,  light,  and  even  pleasant  to  me.  I  have 
acquired,  by  honest  industry,  a  fortune  equal  to  ray 
wishes.  These  were  always  moderate  ;  for  ray  aim 
was  not  wealth,  but  liappiness.  Of  that,  indeed,  I 
have  been  truly  covetous  ;  for  I  must  confess,  that, 
for  these  thirty  years  past,  I  have  never  laid  my 
head  to  my  pillow  without  that  ardent  wish  which 
my  favourite  Horace  so  beautifully  expresses : — 

0  rus !  quando  ego  te  aspiciam  f  quandoque  licebit 
Nunc  veterum  libris,  nunc  soiniw  et  inertil/us  horis, 
Ducere  soUiciUe  jucuiula  ohlivia  vitm  ? 

SAT.  ii.  6.  60. 

or  the  same  sentiment  in  the  words  of  the  pensive 
moral  Cowley  :  —   . 

0  fountains !  when  in  you  shall  I 

Myself  eased  of  unpeaceful  thoughts  espy ! 

0  fields !  0  woods !  when,  when  shall  I  be  made 

The  happy  tenant  of  your  shade ! 

That  blissful  period,  my  dear  friend,  is  at  length 
arrived.  I  yesterday  made  a  formal  resignation  of 
all  concern  in  the  house  in  favour  of  my  nephew,  a 
deserving  young  man,  who,  I  doubt  not,  will  have 
the  entire  benefit  of  those  numerous  connections 
with  persons  in  trade,  Avhose  good  opinion  his  uncle 
never,  to  his  knowledge,  forfeited. 

'1  have  made  a  purchase  of  a  small  estate  in 

shire,    of  about   two   hundred   acres.     The 

situation  is  delightfully  romantic  :  — 

H'lc  gelidi  Jontes,  hic  mollia  praia,  — 

Bic  nemiis  —  virg.  ecl.  x.  42. 

My  house  is  small,  but  wonderfully  commodious.  It 
is  embosomed  in  a  tall  grove  of  oak  and  elm,  whicli 
opens  only  to  the  south.  A  green  hill  rises  behind 
the  house,  partly  covered  with  furze,  and  seamed 
with  a  winding  sheep-path.  On  one  side  is  an 
irregular  garden,  or  rather  border    of  shrubbery, 
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adorning  the  sloping  bank  of  a  rivulet ;  but  inter- 
mixed, without  the  smallest  injury  to  its  beauty, 
with  all  the  variety  of  herbs  for  the  kitchen.  On 
the  other  side,  a  little  more  remote,  but  still  in  sight 
of  the  house,  is  an  orchard  filled  with  excellent  fruit- 
trees.  The  brook  which  runs  through  my  garden 
retires  into  a  hollow  dell,  shaded  with  birch  and 
hazel  copse,  and,  after  a  winding  course  of  half  a 
mile,  joins  a  large  river.  These  are  the  outlines  of 
my  little  paradise.  —  And  now,  my  dear  friend, 
what  have  I  more  to  wish,  but  that  you,  and  a  very 
few  others,  whose  souls  are  congenial  to  my  own, 
should  witness  my  happiness  ?  In  two  days  hence 
I  bid  adieu  to  the  town,  a  long,  a  last  adieu  ! 

Farewell,  thou  busy  world !  and  may 
We  never  meet  again ! 

The  remainder  of  my  life  I  dedicate  to  those  pursuits 
in  which  the  best  and  wisest  of  men  did  not  blush 
to  employ  themselves  ;  the  delightful  occupations  of 
a  country  life,  which  Cicero  well  said,  and  after  him 
Columella,  are  next  in  kindred  to  true  philosophy. 
What  charming  schemes  have  I  already  formed ; 
what  luxurious  plans  of  sweet  and  rational  enter- 
tainment !  But  these,  my  friend,  you  must  approve 
and  participate.  I  shall  look  for  you  about  the  begin- 
ning of  May;  when,  if  you  can  spare  me  a  couple 
of  months,  I  can  venture  to  promise  that  time  will 
not  linger  with  us.  I  am,  with  much  regard 
yours,  &c.' 

"  As  I  am,  myself,  very  fond  of  the  country,  it 
was  with  considerable  regret  that  I  found  it  not  in 
my  power  to  accept  of  my  friend's  invitation,  an 
unexpected  piece  of  business  having  detained  me  in 
town  during  the  greatest  part  of  the  summer.  I 
heard  nothing  of  Euphanor  till  about  nine  months 
after,  when  he  asain  wrote  me  as  follows  :  — 
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'MY  DEAR   SIR, 

'  It  was  a  sensible  mortification  to  me  not  to  have 

the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  last  summer  in 

shire,  when  I  should  have  been  much  the  better  for 
your  advice  in  a  disagreeable  affair,  which,  I  am 
afraid,  will  occasion  my  paying  a  visit  to  town  much 
sooner  than  I  expected.  I  have  always  had  a  hor- 
ror at  going  to  law,  but  now  1  find  myself  unavoid- 
ably compelled  to  it.  Sir  Ralph  Surly,  whose  estate 
adjoins  to  my  little  property,  has,  for  the  purpose 
of  supplying  a  new  barley-mill,  turned  aside  the 
course  of  a  small  stream  which  ran  through  my 
garden  and  inclosures,  and  which  formed,  indeed, 
their  greatest  ornaments.  In  place  of  a  beautiful 
winding  rivulet,  with  a  variety  of  fine  natural  falls, 
there  is  now  nothing  but  a  dry  ditch,  or  rather 
crooked  gulf,  which  is  hideous  to  look  at.  The 
malice  of  this  procedure  is  sufficiently  conspicuous, 
when  I  tell  you,  that  there  is  another,  and  a  larger 
stream,  in  the  same  grounds,  which  I  have  offered 
to  be  at  the  sole  expense  of  conducting  to  his  mill. 
I  think  the  law  must  do  me  justice.  At  any  rate, 
it  is  impossible,  tamely,  to  bear  such  an  injury.  I 
shall  probably  see  you  in  a  few  days.  To  say  the 
truth,  my  dear  friend,  even  before  this  last  mortifi- 
cation, I  had  begun  to  find  that  the  expectations  I 
had  formed  of  the  pleasures  of  a  country  life  were 
by  far  too  sanguine.  I  must  confess  that,  notwith- 
standing the  high  relish  I  have  for  the  beauties  of 
nature,  I  have  often  felt,  midst  the  most  romantic 
scenes,  that  languor  of  spirit  which  notliing  but 
society  can  dissipate.  Even  when  occupied  with  my 
favourite  studies,  I  have  sometimes  thought,  with 
the  bard  of  Mantua,  that  the  ease  and  retirement 
which  I  courted  were  rather  ignoble.  I  have  suf- 
fered an  additional  disappointment  in  the  ideas  I 
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had  formed  of  the  characters  of  the  country  people. 
It  is  but  a  treacherous  picture,  my  friend,  which  the 
poets  give  us  of  their  innocence  and  honest  simplic- 
ity. I  have  met  with  some  instances  of  insincerity, 
chicane,  and  even  downright  knavery,  in  my  short 
acquaintance  with  them,  that  liave  quite  shocked 
and  mortified  me. 

'  Whether  I  shall  ever  again  enter  into  the  busy 
world — a  small  concern  in  the  house,  without  allowing 
my  name  to  appear,  would  perhaps  be  some  amuse- 
ment— I  have  not  yet  determined.  Of  this,  and 
other  matters,  we  shall  talk  fully  at  meeting.  Mean- 
time believe  me,  dear  Sir,  yours, 

'  EUPHANOR.' 

"  Euphanor  has  been,  for  this  month  past,  in  town. 
I  expected  to  have  found  him  peevish,  chagrined, 
and  out  of  humour  with  the  world.  But  in  this  I 
was  disappointed.  I  have  never  seen  my  friend  in 
better  health,  or  higher  spirits.  I  have  been  with 
him  at  several  convivial  meetings  with  our  old 
acquaintances,  who  felt  equal  satisfaction  with  him- 
self at  what  they  termed  his  recovei-y.  He  has  actu- 
ally resumed  a  small  share  in  trade,  and  purposes, 
for  the  future,  to  devote  one  half  of  the  year  to 
business.  His  counsel  have  given  him  assurance 
of  gaining  his  lawsuit ;  he  expects,  in  a  few  months, 

to  return  in  triumph  to shire,  and  has  invited 

all  his  fi-iends  to  be  present  at  a  Fete  Champitre  he 
intends  to  celebrate,  on  the  restoration  of  his  beloved 
rivulet  to  its  wonted  channel. 

'•  The  life  of  Euphanor  must  be  a  series  of  disap- 
pointments ;  but,  on  the  whole,  I  must  consider  him 
as  a  Happy  Man." 
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The  following  letter  I  received  only  yesterdaj- ; 
but  as  I  am  particularly  interested  in  every  project 
of  ingenious  men,  I  postponed  another  Essay  which 
was  ready  for  publication,  and  put  my  printer  to 
considerable  inconvenience  to  get  it  ready  for  this 
day's  paper.  I  was  the  more  solicitous,  likewise,  to 
give  it  a  place  as  soon  after  my  35th  number  as 
possible,  in  order  to  show  my  impartiality.  This 
paper,  as  the  London  Gazetteer  says,  is  open  to  all 
parties  ;  with  this  proviso,  however,  which  is  ex- 
actly the  reverse  of  the  terms  of  admission  into  the 
Gazetteer,  that  my  correspondents  do  not  write  pol- 
itics. 

"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF   THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"  In  a  late  paper,  you  showed  the  necessity  of 
accommodating  ourselves  to  the  temper  of  persons 
with  wliom  we  are  particularly  connected,  by  some- 
times submitting  our  own  taste,  inclination,  and 
opinions,  to  the  taste,  inclination,  and  opinions  of 
those  persons.  I  a[)prehend.  Sir,  you  might  have 
carried  your  idea  a  good  deal  further,  and  have  pre- 
scribed to  us  the  same  receipt  for  happiness  in  our 
intercourse  not  only  with  our  wives  and  children, 
but  with  our  companions,  our  acquaintance,  in  short, 
with  all  mankind. 
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"  But,  as  the  disposition  to  this  is  not  always  born 
with  one,  and  as  to  form  a  temper  is  not  so  easy  as 
to  regulate  a  behaviour,  it  is  the  business  of  masters 
in  the  art  of  politeness,  to  teach  people,  at  least  the 
better  sort  of  them,  to  counterfeit  as  much  of  this 
complacency  in  their  deportment  as  possible.  In 
this,  indeed,  they  begin  at  quite  the  different  end  of 
the  matter  from  you.  Sir  ;  complacency  to  husbands, 
wives,  children,  and  relations,  they  leave  people  to 
teach  themselves ;  but  the  art  of  pleasing  every- 
body else,  as  it  is  a  thing  of  much  greater  impor- 
tance, they  take  proportionably  greater  pains  to 
instil  into  their  disciples. 

"  I  have,  for  some  time  past,  been  employed  in 
reducing  this  art  into  a  system,  and  have  some 
thoughts  of  opening  a  subscription  for  a  course  of 
lectures  on  the  subject.  To  quahfy  myself  for  the 
task,  I  have  studied,  with  unwearied  attention,  the 
letters  of  the  immortal  Eaz-1  of  Chesterfield,  which  I 
intend  to  use  as  my  text-book  on  this  occasion, 
allowing  only  for  the  difference  which  even  a  few 
years  produce  in  an  art  so  fluctuating  as  this.  Be- 
fore I  lodge  my  subscription  paper  with  the  book- 
sellers, I  wish  to  give  a  specimen  of  my  abilities  to 
the  readers  of  the  Mirror  ;  for  which  purpose  I  beg 
the  favour  of  you  to  insert  in  your  next  number  the 
following  substance  of  a  lecture  on  Simulation.  Our 
noble  author,  indeed,  extends  his  doctrine  the  lengtli 
of  Dissimulation  only,  from  which  he  distinguishes 
Simulation,  as  something  not  quite  so  fair  and  hon- 
est. But,  for  my  part,  1  have  not  sufficient  nicety 
of  ideas  to  make  the  distinction,  and  would  humbly 
recommend  to  evei-y  person  who  wishes  to  be  thor- 
oughly well-bred,  not  to  confuse  his  head  with  it. 
Taking,  therefore,  the  shorter  word  as  the  more 
gentlemanlike,  I  proceed  to  my  subject  of 
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'  SIMULATION. 

'  Simulation  is  the  great  basis  of  the  art  which  I 
have  the  honour  to  teach.  I  shall  humbly  endeav- 
our to  treat  this  branch  of  my  subject,  tliough  mucli 
less  ably,  yet  more  scientifically,  than  my  great 
master,  by  reducing  it  into  a  form  like  that  adopted 
by  the  professors  of  the  other  sciences,  and  even 
borrowing  from  them  some  of  the  terms  by  wliich  I 
mean  to  illustrate  it. 

'  This  rule  of  false,  to  adopt  an  algebraical  term, 
I  shall  divide  into  two  parts  ;  that  which  regards 
the  external  figure  of  the  man  or  woman  ;  and 
that  which  is  necessary  in  the  accomplishment  of 
the  mind,  and  its  seeming  development  to  others. 

'  Fashion  may  be  termed  the  regulator  of  the 
first,  decorum  of  the  latter.  But  I  must  take  this 
opportunity  of  informing  my  audience,  that  the  sig- 
nification of  words,  when  applied  to  persons  of  con- 
dition, is  often  quite  different  from  that  which  they 
are  understood  to  bear  in  the  ordinary  standard  of 
language.  With  such  persons,  if  I  may  be  allowed 
so  bold  an  expression,  it  may  often  be  the  fashion 
to  be  unfashionable,  and  decorum  to  act  against  all 
propriety  ;  good-breeding  may  consist  in  rudeness, 
and  politeness  in  being  very  impertinent.  This 
will  hold  in  the  passive,  as  well  as  in  the  active  of 
our  art ;  people  of  fashion  will  be  pleased  with  such 
treatment  from  people  of  fashion,  the  natural  feel- 
ings in  this  as  in  the  other  fine  arts,  giving  way, 
amongst  connoisseurs,  to  knowledge  and  taste. 

'  Having  made  this  preliminary  observation,  I 
return  to  my  subject  of  Simulation. 

'It  will  be  found,  that  appearing  what  one  is  not, 
is,  in  both  divisions  of  my  subject,  the  criterion  of 
politeness.     The  man  who  is  rich  enough  to  afford 
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fine  clothes,  is,  by  this  rule  of  false,  entitled  to  wear 
very  shabby  ones  ;  while  he  who  has  a  narrow  for- 
tune is  to  be  dressed  in  the  inverse  ratio  to  his 
finances.  One  corollary  from  this  proposition  is 
obvions  ;  he  who  takes  off  his  suit  on  credit,  and  has 
neither  inclination  nor  ability  to  pay  for  it,  is  to  be 
dressed  the  most  expensively  of  the  three.  The 
same  rule  holds  in  houses,  dinners,  servants,  horses, 
equipages,  &c.,  and  is  to  be  followed,  as  far  as  the 
law  will  allow,  even  the  length  of  bankruptcy,  or, 
perhaps,  a  little  beyond  it. 

'  On  the  same  principle,  a  simple  Gentleman,  or 
Esquire,  must,  at  all  places  of  public  resort,  be  ap- 
parelled like  a  Gentleman  or  Esquire.  A  Baronet 
may  take  the  liberty  of  a  dirty  shirt ;  a  Lord  need 
not  show  any  shirt  at  all,  but  wear  a  handkerchief 
round  his  neck  in  its  stead  ;  an  Earl  may  add  to  all 
this  a  bunch  of  uncombed  hair  hanging  down  his 
back ;  and  a  Duke,  over  and  above  the  privileges 
above  mentioned,  is  entitled  to  appear  in  boots  and 
buckskin  breeches. 

'  Following  the  same  rule  of  inversion,  the  scholar 
of  a  provincial  dancing-miister  must  bow  at  coming 
into,  and  going  out  of  a  drawing-room,  and  that 
pretty  low  too.  The  pupil  of  Gallini  is  to  push 
tbrward  with  the  rough  stride  of  a  porter,  and 
make  only  a  slight  inclination  of  his  head  when 
he  has  got  into  the  middle  of  the  room.  At  going 
out  of  it,  he  is  to  take  no  notice  of  the  company  at 
all. 

'  In  the  externals  of  the  female  world,  from  the 
great  complication  of  the  machine,  it  is  not  easy  to 
lay  down  precise  regulations.  Still,  however,  the 
]-ule  of  false  may  be  traced  as  the  governing  prin- 
ciple. It  is  very  feminine  to  wear  a  riding-habit 
and  a  smart  cocked  hat  one  half  of  the  day ;  because 
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that  dress  approaches  nearer  to  the  masculine  appa- 
rel than  any  other.  It  is  very  modest  to  lay  open 
the  greatest  part  of  the  neck  and  bosom  to  the  view 
of  the  beholders ;  and  it  is  incumbent  on  those 
ladies  who  occupy  the  front  row  of  a  box  at  a  play 
to  wear  high  feathers,  and  to  wave  them  more  un- 
ceasingly than  any  other  ladies,  because  otherwise 
the  company  who  sit  behind  might  be  supposed  to 
have  some  desire  of  seeing  the  stage.  Since  I  have 
mentioned  the  theatre,  I  may  remark,  though  it  is 
foreign  to  this  part  of  my  discourse,  that,  in  the 
most  atfecting  scenes  of  a  tragedy,  it  is  polite  to 
laugh ;  whereas,  in  the  ordinary  detail  of  the  two 
first  acts,  it  is  not  required  that  a  lady  should  make 
any  greater  noise  than  to  talk  aloud  to  every  one 
around  her. 

'  Simulation  of  person,  which  is  only,  indeed,  a 
sort  of  dress,  is  only  necessary  among  ladies  of  ftish- 
ion.  Nature  is  to  be  falsified  as  well  in  those  parts 
of  the  shape  which  slie  has  left  small,  as  in  those 
she  has  made  large. 

'The  simulation  of  face,  I  am  happy  to  find, 
from  an  examination  of  the  books  of  some  perfum- 
ers and  colour-men  of  my  acquaintance,  is  daily 
gaining  ground  among  the  politer  females  of  this 
country.  But  it  has  hitherto  been  regulated  by 
principles  somewhat  different  from  those  which 
govern  other  parts  of  external  appearance,  laid 
down  in  the  beginning  of  this  paper,  as  it  is  gener- 
ally practised  by  those  who  are  most  under  the  ne- 
cessity of  practising  it.  I  would,  therefore,  humbly 
recommend  to  that  beautiful  young  lady,  whom  I 
saw  at  the  last  assembly  of  the  season,  with  a  coat 
of  rouge  on  her  cheeks,  to  lay  it  aside  for  these  three 
or  four  years  at  least ;  at  present,  it  too  much  re- 
sembles their  natural  colour  to  be  proper  for  her  to 
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wear  —  though,  on  second  thoughts,  I  believe  I  may 
retract  my  advice,  as  the  laying  it  on  for  a  little 
while  longer  will  reduce  her  skin  to  that  dingy  ap- 
pearance which  the  rule  of  false  allows  to  be  con- 
verted, by  paint,  into  the  complexion  of  lilies  and 
roses. 

'  The  second  part  of  my  observations  on  this  sub- 
ject I  shall  send  you  at  some  future  period,  if  I  find 
you  so  far  approve  of  my  design  as  to  favour  this 
with  a  speedy  insertion. 

'  I  am,  &c., 
V  '  Simulator.' 


No.  39.     TUESDAY,  JUNE  8,  1779. 


As  it  is  the  business  of  the  politician  to  bestow 
his  chief  attention  on  the  encouragement  and  regu- 
lation of  those  members  of  the  community  who  con- 
tribute most  to  the  strength  and  permanency  of  the 
state  ;  so  it  is  the  duty  of  the  moral  writer  to  em- 
ploy his  principal  endeavours  to  regulate  and  correct 
those  affections  of  the  mind,  which,  when  carried  to 
excess,  often  obscure  the  most  deserving  characters, 
though  they  are  seldom  or  never  to  be  found  among 
the  worthless. 

It  is  vain .  to  think  of  reclaiming,  by  human 
means,  those  rooted  vices  which  proceed  from  a  de- 
praved or  unfeeling  heart.  Avarice  is  not  to  be 
overcome  by  a  panegyric  on  generosity,  nor  cruelty 
and  oppression  by  tlie   most  eloquent  display  of  the 
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beauties  of  compassion  and  humanity.  The  raorahst 
speaks  to  them  a  language  they  do  not  understand ; 
it  is  not,  therefore,  surprising  that  they  should 
neither  be  convinced  nor  reclaimed.  I  would  not 
be  understood  to  mean,  that  the  enormity  of  a  vice 
should  free  it  from  censure ;  on  the  contrary,  I  hold 
all  glaring  deviations  from  rectitude  the  most  proper 
objects  for  the  severest  lash  of  satire,  and  that  they 
should  frequently  be  held  up  to  public  view,  that, 
if  the  guilty  cannot  be  reclaimed,  the  wavering  may 
be  confirmed,  and  the  innocent  warned  to  avoid  the 
danger. 

But  it  is  a  no  less  useful,  and  a  much  more  pleas- 
ing task,  to  endeavour  to  remove  the  veil  that  covers 
the  lustre  of  virtue,  and  to  point  out,  for  the  purpose 
of  amending,  those  errors  and  imperfections  which 
tarnish  deserving  characters,  which  render  them 
useless,  in  some  ciises  hurtful,  to  society. 

An  honest  ambition  for  that  fame  which  ought  to 
follow  superior  talents  employed  in  the  exercise  of 
virtue,  is  one  of  the  best  and  most  useful  passions 
that  can  take  root  in  the  mind  of  man ;  and  in  the 
language  of  the  Roman  poet,  Terrarum  dominos 
evehit  ad  deos ;  —  "heroes  lifts  to  gods."  But 
when  this  laudable  ambition  happens  to  be  joined 
with  great  delicacy  of  taste  and  sentiment,  it  is  often 
the  source  of  much  hiisery  and  uneasiness.  In  the 
earlier  periods  of  society,  before  mankind  are  cor- 
rupted by  the  excesses  of  luxury  and  refinement, 
the  candidates  for  fame  enter  the  lists  upon  equal 
terms,  and  with  a  reasonable  degree  of  confidence, 
that  the  judgment  of  their  fellow-citizens  will  give 
the  preference  where  it  is  due.  In  such  a  contest, 
even  the  vanquished  have  no  inconsiderable  share  of 
glory ;  and  that  virtue  which  they  cultivate,  forbids 
tiiem  "to  withhold  their  respect   and  applause  from 
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the  superiority  by  which  they  are  overcome.  Of 
this,  the  first  ages  of  the  Grecian  and  Roman  re- 
publics are  proper  examples,  when  merit  was  the 
only  road  to  fame,  because  fame  was  the  only  reward 
of  merit. 

Though  it  were  unjust  to  accuse  the  present  age 
of  being  totally  regardless  of  merit,  yet  this  will 
not  be  denied,  that  there  are  many  other  avenues 
which  lead  to  distinction,  many  other  qualities  by 
which  competitors  carry  away  a  prize,  that,  in  less 
corrupted  times,  could  have  been  attained  only  by  a 
steady  perseverance  in  the  paths  of  virtue. 

When  a  man  of  acknowledged  honour  and  abili^ 
ties,  not  unconscious  of  his  worth,  and  possessed 
of  those  delicate  feelings  I  have  mentioned,  sees 
himself  set  aside,  and  obliged  to  give  way  to  the 
worthless  and  contemptible,  whose  vices  are  some- 
times the  means  of  their  promotion,  he  is  too  apt  to 
yield  to  disgust  or  despair ;  that  sensibility  which, 
with  better  fortune,  and  placed  in  a  more  favourable 
situation,  would  have  afforded  him  the  most  elegant 
pleasures,  made  him  the  delight  of  his  friends,  and 
an  honour  to  his  country,  is  in  danger  of  changing 
him  into  a  morose  and  surly  misanthrope,  discon- 
tented with  himself,  the  world,  and  all  its  enjoy- 
ments. 

This  weakness,  mid  I  think  it  a  great  one,  of 
quarrelling  with  the  world,  would  never  have  been 
carried  the  length  I  have  lamented  in  some  of  my 
friends,  had  they  allowed  themselves  to  reflect  on 
the  tolly  of  supposing,  that  the  opinions  of  tlie  rest 
of  mankind  are  to  be  governed  by  the  standard 
which  they  have  been  pleased  to  erect ;  had  they 
considered  what  a  state  of  languor  and  insipidity 
would  be  produced,  if  every  individual  should  have 
marked  out  to  him  the  rank  he  was  to  hold,  and  the 
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line  in  which  he  was  to  move,  without  any  danger 
of  being  jostled  in  his  progress. 

The  author  of  Nature  has  diversified  the  mind  of 
man  with  diiferent  and  contending  passions,  which 
are  brought  into  action  as  change  of  circumstances 
direct,  or  as  He  is  pleased  to  order  in  the  wisdom 
of  his  providence.  Our  limited  faculties,  far  from 
comprehending  the  universal  scale  of  being,  or 
taking  in  at  one  glance  wliat  is  best  and  fittest  for 
the  purposes  of  creation,  cannot  even  determine 
the  best  mode  of  governing  the  little  spot  that  sur- 
rounds us. 

I  believe  most  men  have,  at  times,  wislied  to  be 
creators,  possessed  of  the  power  of  moulding  the 
world  to  their  fancy ;  but  they  would  act  more 
wisely  to  mould  their  own  prepossessions  and  preju- 
dices to  the  standard  of  the  world,  which  may  be 
done,  in  every  age  and  situation,  without  transgress- 
ing the  bounds  of  the  most  rigid  virtue.  A  distaste 
at  mankind  never  fails  to  produce  peevishness  and 
discontent,  the  most  unrelenting  tyrants  that  ever 
swayed  the  human  breast ;  that  cloud  which  they 
cast  upon  the  soul  shuts  out  every  ray  that  should 
warm  to  manly  exertion,  and  hides  in  the  bosom  of 
indolence  and  spleen,  virtues  formed  to  illumine  the 
world. 

I  must,  therefore,  earnestly  recommend  to  my 
readers  to  guard  against  the  first  approaches  of  mis- 
anthropy, by  opposing  reason  to  sentiment,  and  re- 
flecting on  the  injury  they  do  themselves  and  society, 
by  tamely  retreating  from  injustice.  The  passive 
virtues  only  are  fit  to  be  buried  in  a  cloister ;  the 
firm  and  active  mind  disdains  to  recede,  and  rises 
U{)on  opposition. 

The  cultivation  of  cheerfulness  and  good-humour 
will  be  found  another  sovereign    antidote   to   this 
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menial  disorder.  They  are  the  harbingers  of  virtue, 
and  produce  that  serenity  which  disposes  tlie  mind 
to  friendship,  love,  gratitude,  and  every  other  social 
affection  ;  they  make  us  contented  with  ourselves, 
our  friends,  and  our  situation,  and  expand  the  heart 
to  all  the  interests  of  humanity. 
T 
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"  TO    THE    AUTHOR   OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"  According  to  my  promise,  I  send  you  the  sec- 
ond division  of  my  lecture  on  simulation,  as  it 
respects  the  internal  part  of  the  science  of  polite- 
ness. 

'Among  barbarous  nations,  it  has  been  observed, 
the  emotions  of  the  mind  are  not  more  violently 
felt  than  strongly  expressed.  Grief,  anger,  and 
jealousy,  not  only  tear  the  heart,  but  disfigure  the 
countenance  ;  while  love,  joy,  and  mirth,  have  their 
opposite  effects  on  the  soul,  and  are  visible,  by  op- 
posite appearances,  in  the  aspect.  Now,  as  a  very 
refined  people  are  in  a  state  exactly  the  reverse  of 
a  very  rude  one,  it  follows  that,  instead  of  allowing 
the  passions  thus  to  lord  it  over  their  minds  and 
faces,  it  behooves  them  to  mitigate  and  restrain  those 
violent  emotions,  both  in  feeling  and  appearance  ; 
the  latter,  at  least,  is  witiiin  the  power  of  art  and 
education,  and   to  regulate  it  is  the  duty  of  a   well- 
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bred  person.  On  this  truly  philosophical  principle 
is  founded  that  ease,  indifference,  or  nonchalance, 
which  is  the  great  mark  of  a  modern  man  of 
fashion. 

'  That  instance  of  politeness  which  I  mentioned, 
somewhat  out  of  place  indeed,  in  the  first  part  of 
this  discourse,  the  conduct  of  a  fine  lady  at  a  trage- 
dy, is  to  be  carried  into  situations  of  real  sorrow  as 
much  as  possible.  Indeed,  though  it  may  seem  a 
bold  assertion,  I  believe  the  art  of  putting  on  in- 
difference about  the  real  object,  is  not  a  whit  more 
difficult  than  that  of  assuming  it  about  the  theatri- 
cal. I  have  known  several  ladies  and  gentlemen 
who  had  acquired  the  first  in  perfection,  without 
being  able  to  execute  the  latter,  at  least  to  execute 
it  in  that  masterly  manner  which  marks  the  per- 
formances of  an  adept.  One  night,  last  winter,  I 
heard  Bob  Bustle  tcdking  from  a  front  box,  to  an 
acquaintance  in  the  pit,  about  the  death  of  their 
late  friend  Jack  Riot.  —  "  Riot  is  dead,  Tom  ;  kick'd 
this  morning,  egad." —  "  Riot  dead  !  poor  Jack  !  what 
did  he  die  of?  " — "  One  of  your  damnation  apoplec- 
tics killed  him  in  the  chucking  of  a  bumper  ;  you 
could  scarce  have  heard  him  wheezle  !  " — "  Damn'd 
bad  that !  Jack  was  an  honest  fellow !  What  be- 
comes of  his  gray  pony  ?  "  —  "  The  pony  is  mine." 
— "  Yours  !  " — "  Why,  yes  ;  I  staked  my  white-and- 
liver-coloured  bitch  Phillis  against  the  gray  pony. 
Jack's  life  to  mine  for  the  season." — At  that  instant, 
a  lady  entering  the  box,  it  was  about  the  middle  of 
the  fourth  act,  obliged  Bob  to  shift  his  place;  he  sat 
out  of  ear-shot  of  his  friend  in  the  pit,  biting  his 
nails,  and  looking  towards  the  stage,  in  a  sort  of 
nothing-to-doish  way,  just  as  the  last  parting  scene 
between  JalHer  and  Belvidera  was  going  on  there. 
1  observed,  I  confess,  with  regret,  for  he  is  one  of 
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my  favourite  pupils,  the  progress  of  its  victory  over 
Bob's  politeness.  He  first  grew  attentive,  then 
hummed  a  tune,  then  grew  attentive  again,  then  took 
out  his  toothpick  case,  then  looked  at  the  players  in 

spite  of  him,  then  grew  serious,  then  agitated, 

till,  at  last,  he  was  fairly  beat  out  of  his  ground,  and 
obliged  to  take  shelter  behind  Lady  Cockatoo's  head, 
to  prevent  tlie  disgrace  of  being  absolutely  seen 
weeping. 

'But  to    return   from   this    digression. The 

Simulation  of  indifference  in  affliction  is  equally  a 
female  as  a  male  accomplishment.  On  the  death  of 
a  very,  very  near  relation,  a  husband,  for  instance, 
custom  has  established  a  practice,  which  polite 
people  have  not  yet  been  able  to  overcome ;  a  lady 
must  stay  at  home,  and  play  cards  for  a  week  or 
two.  But  the  decease  of  any  one  more  distant,  she 
is  to  talk  of  as  a  matter  of  very  little  moment,  ex- 
cept when  it  happens  on  the  eve  of  an  assembly,  a 
ball,  or  a  ridotto  ;  at  such  seasons  she  is  allowed  to 
regret  it  as  a  very  unfortunate  accident.  This  rule 
of  deportment  extends  to  distresses  poignant  indeed; 
as,  in  perfect  good-breeding,  the  fall  of  a  set  of 
Dresden,  the  spilling  of  a  plate  of  soup  on  a  new 
brocade,  or  even  a  bad  run  of  cards,  is  to  be  borne 
with  as  equal  a  countenance  as  may  be. 

'  Anger,  the  second  passion  above  enumei'ated,  is 
to  be  covered  with  the  same  cloak  of  ease  and  good 
manners  ;  injury,  if  of  a  deep  kind,  with  professions 
of  esteem  and  friendship.  Thus,  though  it  would 
be  improper  to  squeeze  a  gentleman's  hand,  and  call 
him  my  dear  Sir,  or  my  best  friend,  when  we  mean 
to  hit  him  a  slap  on  the  face,  or  to  throw  a  bottle  at 
his  head ;  yet  it  is  perfectly  consistent  with  polite- 
ness, to  show  him  all  those  marks  of  civility  and 
kindness,  when  we  intend  to  strip  him  of  his  fortune 
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at  play,  to  counterplot  him  at  an  election,  or  to 
seduce  his  wife.  The  last-mentioned  particular 
should  naturally  lead  to  the  consideration  of  jeal- 
ousy ;  but  on  this  it  is  needless  to  insist,  as,  among 
well-bred  people,  the  feeling  itself  is  quite  in 
disuse. 

'  Love  is  one  of  those  passions  which  politeness 
lays  us  under  a  particular  obligation  to  disguise,  as 
the  discovery  of  it  to  a  third  person  is  peculiarly  of- 
fensive and  disagreeable.  Therefore,  when  a  man 
happens  to  sit  by  a  tolerably  handsome  girl,  for 
whom  he  does  not  care  a  farthing,  he  is  at  liberty 
to  kiss  her  hand,  call  her  an  angel,  and  tell  her  he 
dies  for  her  ;  but,  if  he  has  a  real  tendre  for  her,  he 
is  to  stare  her  in  the  face  with  a  broad  unfeeling  look, 
tell  her  she  looks  monstrous  ill  this  evening,  and 
that  her  coiffeuse  has  pinned  her  cap  shockingly 
awry.  From  not  attending  to  the  practice  of  this 
rule  amongst  people  of  fashion,  the  inferior  world 
has  been  led  to  imagine,  that  matrimony  with  them 
is  a  state  of  indifference  or  aversion  ;  whereas,  in 
truth,  the  appearances  from  which  that  judgment  is 
formed,  are  the  strongest  indications  of  connubial 
happiness  and  affection. 

'  On  the  subject  of  joy,  or  at  least  of  mirth,  that 
great  master  of  our  art,  my  Lord  Chesterfield,  has 
been  precise  in  his  directions.  He  does  not  allow 
of  laughter  at  all ;  by  which,  however,  he  is  to  be 
understood  as  only  precluding  that  exercise  as  a 
sign,  common  with  the  vulgar,  of  internal  satisfac- 
tion ;  it  is  by  no  means  to  be  reprobated  as  a  dis- 
guise for  chagrin,  or  an  engine  of  wit  ;  it  is, 
indeed,  the  readiest  of  all  repartees,  and  will  often 
give  a  man  of  fashion  the  victory  over  an  inferior, 
with  every  talent,  but  that  of  assurance  on  his 
side. 
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*As  the  passions  and  affections,  so  are  the  virtues 
of  a  polite  man  to  be  carefully  concealed  or  dis- 
guised. In  this  particular,  our  art  goes  far  beyond 
the  rules  of  philosophers,  or  the  precepts  of  the 
Bible;  they  enjoined  men  not  to  boast  of  their  vir- 
tues ;  we  teach  them  to  brag  of  their  vices,  which 
is  certainly  a  much  sublimer  pitch  of  self-denial. 
Besides,,the  merit  of  disinterestedness  lies  altogether 
on  our  side,  the  disciples  of  those  antiquated  teach- 
ers expecting,  as  they  confess,  a  reward  somewhere  ; 
our  conduct  has  only  the  pure  consciousness  of  act- 
ing like  a  man  of  fashion  for  its  recompense,  as  we 
evidently  profit  nothing  by  it  at  present,  and  the 
idea  of  future  retribution,  were  we  ever  to  admit  of 
it,  is  rather  against  us.' 

"  Such,  Mr.  Mirror,  is  the  substance  of  one  of  my 
lectures,  which,  I  think,  promise  so  much  edifica- 
tion to  our  country,  yet  only  in  an  improving 
state  with  regard  to  the  higher  and  more  refined 
parts  of  politeness,  that  it  must  be  impossible  for 
your  patriotism  to  refuse  their  encouragement.  If 
you  insert  this  in  your  next  paper,  if  accompanied 
with  some  commendatory  paragraphs  of  your  own, 
so  much  the  better,  I  shall  take  care  to  present 
you  with  a  dozen  admission  tickets,  as  soon  as  the 
number  of  my  subscribers  enables  me  to  begin  my 
course. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c. 
V  "  Simulator." 
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No.  41.     TUESDxVY,  JUNE  15,  1779. 


Sit  miliifas  audita  JoquL — 

ViEG.   .*:x.  vi.  266. 

Passing  the  Exchange  a  few  days  ago,  I  per- 
ceived a  little  before  me  a  short  plump-looking  man, 
seeming  to  set  his  watch  by  St.  Giles's  clock,  which 
had  just  then  struck  two.  On  observing  him  a  little 
more  closely,  I  recognized  Mr.  Blubber,  with  whom 
I  had  become  acquainted  at  the  house  of  my  friend 
Umphraville's  cousin,  Mr.  Bearskin.  He  also  rec- 
ollected me,  and  shaking  me  cordially  by  the  hand, 
told  me  he  was  just  returned  safe  from  his  journey 
to  the  Highlands,  and  had  been  regulating  his  watch 
by  our  town-clock,  as  he  found  the  sun  did  not  go 
exactly  in  tlie  Highlands  as  it  did  in  the  low  coun- 
try. He  added,  that,  if  I  would  come  and  eat  a 
Welsh  rabbit,  and  drink  a  glass  of  punch  with  him 
and  his  family  that  evening,  at  their  lodgings  hard 
by,  they  would  give  me  an  account  of  their  expe- 
dition. He  said,  they  found  my  description  of  things 
a  very  just  one  ;  and  was  pleased  to  add,  that  his 
wife  and  daughters  had  taken  a  great  liking  to  me 
ever  since  the  day  we  met  at  his  friend  Bearskin's. 
After  this,  it  was  impossible  to  resist  his  invitation, 
and  I  went  to  his  lodgings  in  the  evening  accordingly, 
where  I  found  all  the  I'amily  assembled,  except  Mr. 
Edward,  whom  they  accounted  for  in  the  history  of 
their  expedition. 

I  could  not  help  making  one  preliminary  obser- 
vation, that  it  was  much  too  early  in  the  season  for. 
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viewing  the  country  to  advantage  ;  but  to  this  Mr. 
Blubber  had  a  very  satisfactory  answer ;  they  were 
resolved  to  complete  their  tour  before  the  new  tax 
upon  post-horses  should  be  put  in  execution. 

The  first  place  they  visited  after  tbey  left  Edin- 
burgh was  Carron,  which  Mr.  Blubber  seemed  to 
prefer  to  any  place  he  had  seen ;  but  the  ladies  did 
not  appear  to  have  rehshed  it  much.  The  mother 
said,  "  she  had  like  to  have  fell  into  a  fit  at  the  noise 
of  the  great  bellows."  Miss  Blubber  agreed,  that 
it  was  monstrous  frightful  indeed.  Miss  Betsey  had 
spoiled  her  petticoat  in  getting  in,  and  said  it  was  a 
nasty  place,  not  fit  for  genteel  people,  in  her  opinion. 
Blubber  put  on  his  widest  face,  and  observed,  that 
women  did  not  know  the  use  of  them  things.  There 
was  much  the  same  difference  in  their  sentiments 
with  regard  to  the  Great  Canal ;  Mr.  Blubber  took 
out  a  bit  of  paper,  on  which  he  had  marked  down 
the  lockage  duty  received  in  a  week  there  ;  he  shook 
his  head,  however,  and  said,  he  was  sorry  to  find 
the  shares  were  below  par. 

Of  Stirling,  the  young  ladies  remarked  that  the 
view  from  the  castle  Avas  very  fine,  and  the  wind- 
ings of  the  river  very  curious.  But  neither  of  them 
had  ever  been  at  Richmond.  Mrs.  Blubber,  who 
had  been  oftener  than  once  there,  told  us,  "  that 
from  the  hill  was  a  much  grander  prospect ;  that  the 
Eiver  Thames  made  two  twists  for  one  that  the 
Forth  made  at  Stirling;  besides,  there  was  a  wood 
so  charming  thick,  that,  unless  when  you  got  to  a 
rising  ground,  like  what  the  Star  and  Garter  stands 
on,  you  could  scarce  see  a  hundred  yards  before  you." 

Taymouth  seemed  to  strike  the  whole  family. 
The  number  and  beauty  of  the  temples  were  taken 
particular  notice  of;  nor  was  the  trimness  of  the 
walks  and    hedges   without   commendation.      Miss 
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Betsey  Blubber  declared  herself  charmed  with  the 
shady  walk  by  the  side  of  the  Tay,  and  remarked, 
what  an  excellent  fancy  it  was  to  shut  out  the  view 
of  the  river,  so  that  you  might  hear  the  stream 
without  seeing  it.  Mr.  Blubber,  however,  objected 
to  the  vicinity  of  the  hills,  and  Mrs.  Blubber  to 
that  of  the  lake,  which  she  was  sure  must  be  ex- 
tremely unwholesome.  To  this  circumstance  she 
imputed  her  rheumatism,  which  she  told  us,  "  had 
been  very  troublesome  to  her  the  first  night  she 
laid  there  ;  but  that  she  had  always  the  precaution 
of  can-ying  a  bottle  of  Beaume  de  Vie  in  the  chaise, 
and  that  a  dose  of  it  had  effectually  cured  her. 

The  ladies  were  delighted  with  the  Hermitage. 
Mrs.  Blubber  confessed,  "  she  was  somewhat  afeard 
at  first  to  trust  herself  with  the  guide,  down  a  dark 
narrow  path,  to  the  lord  knows  where ;  but  then  it 
was  so  charming  when  he  let  in  the  light  upon 
them."  "  Yes,  and  so  natural,"  said  her  eldest 
daughter,  "  with  the  flowers  growing  out  of  the  wall, 
and  the  bears'  skins  so  pure  soft   for  the  Hermit  to 

sleep    on." "  And   their   garter-blue  colour,  so 

lively  and  so  pretty,"  said  Miss  Betsey  ;  "  I  vow,  I 

could  have  stayed  there  forever You  wa'n't  there, 

papa." "  No,"  replied  he,  rather  sullenly,  "  but  I 

saw  one  of  them  same  things  at  Dunkeld,  next  day." 
The  young  ladies  declared  they  were  quite  different 
things,  and  that  no  judgment  could  be  formed  of  the 
one  from  the  other ;  upon  which  Mr.  Blubber  be- 
gan to  grow  angry  ;  and  Mrs.  Blubber  interposing, 
put  an  end  to  the  question ;  whispering  me,  at  the 
same  time,  that  her  husband  had  fallen  asleep,  after 
a  hearty  dinner  at  the  inn  near  Taymouth,  and  that 
she  and  her  children  had  gone  to  see  the  Hermitage 
without  him.  1  was  further  infoi'med,  that  Mr. 
Edward  Blubber  had  left  their  party  at  this  place, 
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having  gone  along  with  two  Engh'sh  gentlemen 
whom  he  met  there,  to  see  a  great  many  curiosities 
further  off  in  the  Highlands.  "  For  my  part,"  said 
BUibl)er,  "  thongh  I  was  told  it  was  a  great  way  off, 
and  over  terrible  mountains,  as  indeed  we  could 
perceive  them  to  be  from  the  windows,  I  did  not 
care  to  hinder  his  going,  as  I  like  to  see  spirit  in  a 
young  man." 

Tiie  rest  of  the  family  returned  by  the  way  of 
Dunkeld,  wliich  the  ladies  likewise  commended  as 
a  monstrous  pleasant  place.  Mr.  Blubber  dissented 
a  little,  saying,  "  he  could  not  see  the  pleasure  of 
always  looking  at  the  same  things  ;  hills,  and  wood, 
and  water,  over  and  over  again.  The  river  here, 
he  owned,  was  a  pretty  rural  thing  enough;  but,  for 
his  part,  he  should  think  it  much  more  lively  if  it 
had  a  few  ships  and  lighters  on  it."  Miss  Blubber 
did  not  agree  with  him  as  to  the  ships  and  lighters ; 
but  she  confessed,  she  thought  a  little  company 
would  improve  it  a  good  deal.  Miss  Betsey  differed 
from  both,  and  dechired  she  relished  nothing  so 
much  as  solitude  and  retirement.  This  led  to  a 
description  of  a  second  hermitage  they  had  visited 
at  this  place,  from  which,  and  some  of  tlie  grottos 
adjoining.  Miss  Betsey  had  taken  down  some  sweet 
copies  of  verses,  as  she  called  them,  in  her  memoran- 
dum book.  The  fall  of  water  here  had  struck  the 
family  much.  Mrs.  Blubber  observed,  how  like  it 
was  to  the  cascade  at  Vauxliall ;  her  eldest  daugh- 
ter remarked,  however,  that  the  fancy  of  looking 
at  it  through  panes  of  different  coloured  glass  in  the 
Hermitage  room,  was  an  improvement  on  that  at 
Spring  gardens. 

The  bridge  at  Perth  was  the  last  section  of  the 
family  journal  that  we  discoursed  on.  The  ladies 
had  inadvertently  crossed  it  in  the  carriage  to  see 
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the  palace  of  Scone,  at  which  they  complained  there 
was  nothing  to  be  seen  ;  and  Mr.  Blubber  com- 
plained of  the  extravagance  of  the  toll  on  the  bridge, 
which  he  declared  was  higher  than  at  Blackfriars. 
He  was  assured,  however,  that  he  had  paid  no  more 
than  the  legal  charge,  by  his  landlord,  Mr.  Marshall, 
at  whose  house  he  received  some  consolation  from 
an  excellent  dinner,  and  a  bed,  he  said,  which  the 
lord  mayor  of  London  might  have  laid  on.  "  I 
hope  there  is  no  offence,"  continued  Mr.  Blubber, 
very  politely ;  "  as  I  understand  the  landlord  is  an 
Englishman  ;  but,  at  the  King's  Arms,  I  met  with 
the  only  real  good  buttered  toast  that  I  have  seen 
in  Scotland." 

But  however  various  were  the  remarks  of  the 
family  on  the  particulars  of  their  journey  in  detail, 
I  found  they  hud  perfectly  settled  their  respective 
opinions  of  travelling  in  general.  The  ladies  had 
formed  their  conclusion,  that  it  was  monstrous 
pleasant,  and  the  gentleman  his,  tliat  it  wa^  mon- 
strous dear. 
I 


No.  42.     SATURDAY,  JUNE  19,  1779. 


When  I  first  undertook  this  publication,  it  was 
suggested  by  some  of  my  friends,  and,  indeed,  ac- 
corded entirely  with  my  own  ideas,  that  there  should 
be  nothing  of  religion  in  it.  There  is  a  sacredness 
in  the  subject  that  might  seem  profaned  by  its  in- 
troduction into  a  work,  which,  to  be  extensively 
read,  must  sometimes   be  ludicrous,  and  often  iron- 
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ical.  This  consideration  will  apply,  in  the  strongest 
manner,  to  any  thing  mystic  or  controversial ;  but 
it  may,  perhaps,  admit  of  an  exception,  when  re- 
ligion is  only  introduced  as  a  feeling  not  a  system, 
as  appealing  to  the  sentiments  of  the  heart,  not  to 
the  disquisitions  of  the  head.  The  following  story 
holds  it  up  in  that  light,  and  is  therefore,  I  think, 
admissible  into  The  Mirror.  It  was  sent  to  my 
editor  as  a  translation  from  the  French.  Of  this 
my  readers  will  judge.  Perhaps  they  might  be  apt 
to  suspect,  without  any  suggestion  from  me,  that  it 
is  an  original,  not  a  translation.  Indeed,  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  it  contains  in  it  much  of  that  pic- 
turesque description,  and  that  power  of  awakening 
the  tender  feelings,  which  so  remarkably  distinguish 
the  composition  of  a  gentleman  whose  writings  I 
have  often  read  with  pleasure.  But,  be  that  as  it 
may,  as  I  felt  myself  interested  in  the  narrative, 
and  believed  that  it  would  atfect  my  readers  in  the 
like  manner,  I  have  ventured  to  give  it  entire  as  I 
received  it,  though  it  will  take  up  the  room  of  three 
successive  papers. 
S 

"  TO    TUE    AUTHOR   OF    THE   MIRROR. 

"  More  than  forty  years  ago,  an  English  philos- 
opher, whose  works  have  since  been  read  and  ad- 
mired by  all  Europe,  resided  at  a  little  town  in 
France.  Some  disappointments  in  his  native  coun- 
try had  first  driven  him  abroad,  and  he  was  after- 
wards induced  to  remain  there,  from  having  found, 
in  this  retreat,  where  the  connections  even  of  na- 
tion and  language  were  avoided,  a  perfect  seclusion 
and  retirement  highly  favourable  to  the  develop- 
ment of  abstract  subjects,  in  which  he  excelled  all 
the  writers  of  his  time. 
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'•  Perhaps,  in  the  structure  of  such  a  mind  as  Mr. 
-'s,  the  finer  and  more  delicate  sensibilities  are 


seldom  l<no\vn  to  liave  place,  or  if  originally  im- 
planted there,  are  in  a  great  measure  extinguished 
by  the  exertions  of  intense  study  and  profound  in- 
vestigation. Hence,  the  idea  of  philosophy  and 
unfeelingness  being  united,  has  become  proverbial, 
and,  in  common  language,  the  former  word  is  often 
used  to  express  the  latter.  Our  philosopher  had 
been  censured  by  some,  as  deficient  in  warmth  and 
feeling  ;  but  the  mildness  of  his  manners  has  been 
allowed  by  all ;  and  it  is  certain,  that  if  he  was  not 
easily  melted  into  compassion,  it  was,  at  least,  not 
difficult  to  awaken  his  benevolence. 

"  One  morning,  while  he  sat  busied  in  those  spec- 
ulations which  afterwards  astonished  the  world,  an 
old  female  domestic,  who  served  him  for  a  house- 
keeper, brought  him  word,  that  an  elderly  gentle- 
man and  his  daughter  had  arrived  in  the  village, 
the  preceding  evening,  on  their  way  to  some  distant 
country,  and  that  the  father  had  been  suddenly 
seized  in  the  night  with  a  dangerous  disorder,  which 
the  people  of  the  inn  where  they  lodged  feared 
would  prove  mortal ;  that  she  had  been  sent  for,  as 
having  some  knowledge  in  medicine,  the  village 
surgeon  being  then  absent ;  and  that  it  was  truly 
piteous  to  see  the  good  old  man,  who  seemed  not  so 
much  afflicted  by  his  own  distress,  as  by  that  which 

it  caused  to  his  daughter. Her  master  laid  aside 

the  volume  in  his  hand,  and  broke  off  the  chain  of 
ideas  it  had  inspired.  His  nightgown  was  ex- 
changed for  a  coat,  and  he  followed  his  gouvernante 
to  the  sick  man's  apartment. 

"  It  was  the  best  in  the  little  inn  where  they  lay, 

but  a  paltry  one,  notwithstanding.     Mr. —  was 

obliged   to  stoop   as  he  entered  it.     It   was  Hoorcd 

VOL.    XXVIII.  IG 
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with  earth,  and  above  were  the  joists  not  plastered, 
and  hung  with  cobwebs.  On  a  flock-bed,  at  one 
end,  lay  the  old  man  he  came  to  visit ;  at  the  foot 
of  it  sat  his  daughter.  She  was  dressed  in  a  clean 
white  bed-gown  ;  her  dark  locks  hung  loosely  over 
it  as  she  bent  forward,  watching  the  languid  looks 

of  her  father.     IMr.  and  his  housekeeper  had 

stood  some  moments  in  the  room  without  the  young 
lady's  being  sensible  of  their  entering  it. "  Ma- 
demoiselle !  "  said  the  old  woman  at  last,  in  a  soft 
tone. — ^She  turned  and  showed  one  of  the  finest  faces 
in  the  world. — It  was  touched,  not  spoiled,  with  sor- 
I'ow  ;  and  when  she  perceived  a  stranger,  whom  the 
old  woman  now  introduced  to  her,  a  blush  at  first, 
and  then  the  gentle  ceremonial  of  native  politeness, 
which  the  afiiiction  of  the  time  tempered  but  did  not 
extinguish,  crossed  it  for  a  moment,  and  changed  its 
expression.  It  was  sweetness  all,  however,  and  our 
philosopher  felt  it  strongly.  It  was  not  a  time  for 
words  ;  he  offered  liis  services  in  a  few  sincere  ones. 
"  Monsieur  lies  miserably  ill  here,"  said  the  gouver- 
nante ;  "if  he  could  possibly  be  moved  anywhere." 
— "  If  he  could  be  removed  to  our  house,"  said  her 
master.  He  had  a  spare  bed  for  a  friend,  and  there 
was  a  garret  room  unoccupied,  next  to  the  gouver- 
nante's.  It  was  contrived  accordingly.  The  scru- 
ples of  the  stranger,  who  could  look  scruples,  though 
he  could  not  speak  them,  were  overcome,  and  the 
bashful  reluctance  of  his  daughter  gave  way  to  her 
belief  of  its  use  to  her  father.  The  sick  man  was 
wrapped  in  blankets,  and  carried  across  the  street  to 
the  English  gentleman's.  The  old  woman  helped 
his  daughter  to  nurse  him  there.  The  surgeon,  who 
arrived  soon  after,  prescribed  a  little,  and  nature 
did  much  for  him  ;  in  a  week  he  was  able  to  thank 
his  benefactor. 
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"  By  that  time  his  host  had  learned  the  name  and 
character  of  his  guest.  He  was  a  protestant  clergy- 
man of  Switzerland,  called  La  Roche,  a  widower, 
who  had  lately  buried  his  wife,  after  a  long  and  lin- 
gering illness,  for  which  travelling  had  been  pre- 
scribed, and  was  now  returning  home,  after  an  in- 
effectual and  melancholy  journey,  with  his  only 
child,  the  daughter  we  have  mentioned. 

"  He  was  a  devout  man,  as  became  his  profession. 
He  possessed  devotion  in  all  its  warmth,  but  with 
none  of  its  asperity ;  I  mean  that  asperity  which 

men,  called  devout,  sometimes  indulge  in.  Mr. -, 

though  he  felt  no  devotion,  never  quarrelled  with  it 
in  others.  His  gouvernante  joined  the  old  man  and 
his  daughter  in  the  prayers  and  thanksgivings  which 
they  put  up  on  his  recovery  ;  for  she  too,  was  a 
heretic,  in  the  phrase  of  the  village. The  philos- 
opher walked  out,  with   his  long  staff  and    his  dog. 

and  left  them  to  their  prayers  and  thanksgivings. 

"  My  master,"  said  the  old  woman,—"  alas  !  he  is 
not  a  Christian  ;  but  he  is  the  best  of  unbelievers." — 
"  Not  a  Christian ! "  exclaimed  Mademoiselle  La 
Roche,  "  yet  he  saved  my  ftitlier  !  Heaven  bless 
him  for't ;  I  would  he  were  a  Christian  !  " — "  There 
is  a  pride  in  human  knowledge,  my  child,"  said  her 
father,  "which  often  bhnds  men  to  the  subUme 
truths  of  revelation  ;  hence  opposers  of  Christianity 
are  found  among  men  of  virtuous  lives,  as  well  as 
among  those  of  dissipated  and  licentious  characters. 
Nay,  sometimes,  I  have  known  the  latter  more 
easily  converted  to  the  true  faith  than  the  former, 
because;  the  fume  of  passion  is  more  easily  dissipated 
than  the  mist  of  false  theory  and  delusive  specula- 
tion."— "  But  Mr.  -,"  said  his  daughter,  "  alas  ! 

my  father,  he  shall  be  a  Chi-istian  before  he  dies." 

She  was  interru[)ted  by  the  arrival  of  their  landlord. 
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He  took  her  hand  with  an  air  of  kindness ;  she 
drew  it  away  from  him  in  silence  ;  threw  down  her 

eyes  to  the  ground,  and  left  the  room. "  I  have 

been  thanking  God,"  said  the  good  La  Roche,  "  for 
my  recovery." — "  That  is  right,"  replied  his  land- 
lord.— "  I  would  not  Avish,"  continued  the  old  man, 
hesitatingly,  "  to  think  otherwise  ;  did  I  not  look  up 
with  gratitude  to  that  Being,  I  should  barely  be 
satisfied  with  my  recovery,  as  a  continuation  of  life, 
which,  it  may  be,  is  not  a  real  good.  Alas  !  I  may 
live  to  wish  I  had  died,  that  you  had  left  me  to  die. 
Sir,  instead  of  kindly  relieving  me," — he  clasped  Mr. 

's  hand  ;  "  but,   when  I  look  on  this  renovated 

being  as  the  gift  of  the  Almighty,  I  feel  a  far  different 
sentiment — ray  heart  dilates  with  gratitude  and  love 
to  him  ;  it  is  prepared  for  doing  his  will,  not  as  a 
duty  but  as  a  pleasure,  and  regards  every  breach  of 
it,  not  with  disapprobation,  but  with  horror." — "  You 
say  right,  my  dear  Sir,"  replied  the  philosopher ; 
"  but  you  are  not  yet  reestablished  enough  to  talk 
much — you  must  take  care  of  your  health,  and  nei- 
ther study  nor  preach  for  some  time.  I  have  been 
thinking  over  a  scheme  that  struck  me  to-day,  when 
you  mentioned  your  intended  departure.  I  never 
was  in  Switzerland  ;  I  have  a  great  mind  to  accom- 
pany your  daughter  and  you  into  that  country.  I 
will  help  to  take  care  of  you  by  the  road  ;  for,  as  I 
was  your  first  physician,  I  hold  myself  responsible 
for  your  cure.  La  Roche's  eyes  glistened  at  the 
proposal ;  his  daughter  was  called  in  and  told  of  it. 
She  was  equally  pleased  with  lier  father  ;  for  they 
really  loved  their  landlord — not  perhaps  the  less  for 
his  infidelity  ;  at  least,  that  circumstance  mixed  a 
sort  of  pity  with  their  regard  for  him — their  souls 
were  not  of  a  mould  for  harsher  feelings ;  hatred 
never  dwelt  in  them." 
Z 
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CONTINUATION    OF    THE    STORY    OF  LA  ROCHE. 

They  travelled  by  short  stages ;  for  the  philos- 
opher was  as  good  as  his  word,  in  taking  care  that 
the  old  man  should  not  be  fatigued.  The  party  had 
time  to  be  well  acquainted  with  one  another,  and 
their  friendship  was  increased  by  acquaintance.  La 
Roche  found  a  degree  of  simplicity  and  gentleness 
in  his  companion,  which  is  not  always  annexed  to 
the  character  of  a  learned  or  a  wise  man.  His 
daughter,  who  was  prepared  to  be  afraid  of  him, 
was  equally  undeceived.  She  found  in  him  nothing 
of  that  self-importance  which  superior  parts,  or 
great  cultivation  of  them,  is  apt  to  confer.  He 
talked  of  every  thing  but  philosophy  or  religion  ;  he 
seemed  to  enjoy  every  pleasure  and  amusement  of 
ordinary  life,  and  to  be  interested  in  the  most  com- 
mon topics  of  discourse  ;  when  his  knowledge  or 
learning  at  any  time  appeared,  it  was  delivered 
with  the  utmost  plainness,  and  without  the  least 
shadow  of  dogmatism. 

On  his  part,  he  was  charmed  with  the  society 
of  the  good  clergyman  and  his  lovely  daughter.  He 
found  in  them  the  guileless  manner  of  the  earliest 
times,  with  the  cuUure  and  accomplishment  of  the 
most  refined  ones.  Every  better  feeling,  warm  and 
vivid  ;  every  ungentle  one,  repressed  or  overcome.^ 
He  was  not  addicted  to  love  ;  but  he  felt  himself 
happy  in   being   the   friend    of  Mademoiselle    La 
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Roche,  and  sometimes  envied  lier  father  the  pos- 
session of  such  a  child. 

After  a  journey  of  eleven  days,  they  arrived  at 
the  dwelling  of  La  Roche.  It  was  situated  in  one 
of  those  valleys  of  the  canton  of  Berne,  where 
Nature  vseems  to  repose,  as  it  were,  in  quiet,  and  has 

inclosed  her  retreat  with  mountains  inaccessible. 

A  stream,  that  spent  its  fury  in  the  hills  above,  ran 
in  front  of  the  house,  and  a  broken  waterfall  was 
seen  through  the  wood  that  covered  its  sides  ;  be- 
low it  circled  round  a  tufted  plain,  and  formed  a 
little  lake  in  front  of  a  village,  at  the  end  of  which 
appeared  the  spire  of  La  Roche's  church,  rising 
above  a  clump  of  beeches. 

Mr.  • enjoyed  the  beauty  of  the  scene  ;  but 

to  his  companions,  it  recalled  the  memory  of  a  wife 
and  parent  they  had  lost.  The  old  man's  sorrow 
was  silent ;  his  daughter  sobbed  and  wept.  Her 
father  took  her  hand,  kissed  it  twice,  pressed  it  to 
his  bosom,  threw  up  his  eyes  to  heaven ;  and  hav- 
ing wiped  off  a  tear  that  was  just  about  to  drop 
from  each,  began  to  point  out  to  his  guest  some  of 
the  most  striking  objects  which  the  prospect  afford- 
ed. The  philosopher  interpreted  all  this  ;  and  he 
could  but  slightly  censure  the  creed  from  which  it 
arose. 

They  had  not  been  long  arrived,  when  a  num- 
ber of  La  Roche's  parishioners,  who  had  heard  of 
his  return,  came  to  the  house  to  see  and  welcome 
him.  The  honest  folks  were  awkward,  but  sincere, 
in  their  professions  of  regard.  They  made  some 
attempts  at  condolence  ;  it  was  too  delicate  for  their 
handling ;  but  La  Roche  took  it  in  good  part.  "  It 
has  pleased  God," — said  he ;  and  they  saw  he  had 
settled  the  matter  with  Jiimself.  Philosophy  could 
not  have  done  so  much  with  a  thousand  w^ords. 
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It  Avas  now  evening,  and  the  good  peasants  were 
about  to  depart,  when  a  clock  was  heard  to  strike 
seven,  and  the  hour  was  followed  by  a  particular 
chime.  Tlie  country  folks,  who  had  come  to  wel- 
come their  pastor,  turned  their  looks  towards  liini 
at  the  sound;  he  explained  their  meaning  to  his 
guest.  "  That  is  the  signal,"  said  he,  "  for  our  even- 
ing exercise  ;  this  is  one  of  the  nights  of  the  week 
in  which  some  of  ray  parishioners  are  wont  to  join 
in  it;  a  little  rustic  saloon  serves  for  the  chapel  of 
our  family,  and  such  of  the  good  people  as  are  with 
us ;  —  if  you  choose  rather  to  walk  out,  I  will 
furnish  you  with  an  attendant ;  or  here  are  a  few 
old  books  that  may  afford  you  some  entertainment 
within." — "  By  no  means,"  answered  the  philosopher ; 
"I  will  attend  Ma'moiselle  at  her  devotions." — "  She 
is  our  organist,"  said  La  Roche  ;  '•  our  neighbourhood 
is  the  country  of  musical  mechanism  ;  and  I  have  a 
small  organ  fitted  up  for  the  purpose  of  assisting 
our  singing." — "  'T  is  an  additional  inducement," 
replied  the  other ;  and  they  walked  into  the  room 
together.  At  the  end  stood  the  organ  mentioned 
by  La  Roche;  before  it  was  a  curtain,  which  his 
daughter  drew  aside,  and,  placing  herself  on  a  seat 
within,  and  drawing  the  curtain  close,  so  as  to  save 
her  the  awkwardness  of  an  exhibition,  began  a  vol- 
untary, solemn  and  beautiful  in  the  highest  degree. 
Mr. was  no  musician,  but  he  was  not  alto- 
gether insensible  to  music ;  this  fastened  on  his 
mind  more  strongly,  from  its  beauty  being  unex- 
pected. The  solemn  prelude  introduced  a  hymn, 
in  which  such  of  the  audience  as  could  sing  imme- 
diately joined ;  the  words  were  mostly  taken  from 
holy  writ ;  it  spoke  the  praises  of  God,  and  his  care 
of  good  men.  Something  was  said  of  the  death  of 
the  just,  of  such  as  die  in  the  Lord.  —  The  organ 
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was  touched  with  a  hand  less  firm  ; it  paused, 

it  ceased;  —  and  the  sobbing  of  Ma'moiselle  La 
Roche  was  heard  in  its  stead.  Her  father  gave  a 
sign  for  stopping  tlie  psalmody,  and  rose  to  pray. 
He  was  discomposed  at  first,  and  his  voice  faltered 
as  he  spoke  ;  but  his  heart  was  in  his  words,  and  his 
warmth  overcame  his  embarrassment.  He  addressed 
a  Being  whom  he  loved,  and  he  spoke  for  those  he 
loved.  His  parishioners  catched  the  ai-dour  of  the 
good  old  man ;  even  the  philosopher  felt  himself 
moved,  and  forgot  for  a  moment,  to  think  why  he 
should  not. 

La  Roche's  religion  was  that  of  sentiment,  not 
theory,  and  his  guest  was  averse  from  disputation  ; 
their  discourse,  therefore,  did  not  lead  to  questions 
concerning  the  belief  of  either;  yet  would  the  old 
man  sometimes  speak  of  his,  from  the  fulness  of  a 
heart  impressed  with  its  force,  and  wishing  to  spread 
the  pleasure  he  enjoyed  in  it.  The  ideas  of  his 
God,  and  his  Saviour,  were  so  congenial  to  his  mind 
that  every  emotion  of  it  naturally  awaked  them.  A 
philosopher  might  have  called  him  an  enthusiast ; 
but,  if  he  possessed  the  fervour  of  enthusiasts,  he 
was  guiltless  of  their  bigotry.  "  Our  Father  which 
art  in  heaven!"  might  the  good  man  say  —  for  he 
felt  it  —  and  all  mankind  were  his  brethren. 

"You  regret,  my  friend,"  said    he   to  Mr.  , 

"  when  my  daughter  and  I  talk  of  the  exquisite 
pleasure  derived  from  music,  you  regret  your  want 
of  musical  powers  and  musical  feelings ;  it  is  a 
department  of  soul,  you  say,  which  Nature  has 
almost  denied  you,  which,  from  the  effects  you  see 
it  have  on  others,  you  are  sure  must  be  highly 
delightful.  Why  should  not  the  same  thing  be  said 
of  religion  ?  Trust  me,  I  feel  it  in  the  same  way, 
an   energy,  an   inspiration,  which  I  would   not  lose 
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for  all  the  blessings  of  sense  or  enjoyments  of  the 
world ;  yet  so  far  from  lessening  my  relish  of  the 
pleasures  of  life,  methinks  I  feel  it  heighten  them 
all.  The  thought  of  receiving  it  from  God,  adds 
the  blessing  of.  sentiment  to  that  of  sensation  in 
every  good   thing  I   possess,  and  when  calamities 

overtake  me and  I  have  had  my  share it 

confers  a    dignity  on   my  affliction, so  lifts  me 

above  the  world. Man,  I  know,  is  but  a  worm, — 

yet,  methinks  I  am  then  allied  to  God  !  "  —  It  would 
have  been  inhuman  in  our  philosopher  to  have 
clouded,  even  with  a  doubt,  the  sunshine  of  this 
belief. 

His  discourse,  indeed,  was  very  remote  from 
metaphysical  disquisition,  or  religious  controversy. 
Of  all  men  I  ever  knew,  his  ordinary  conversation 
was  the  least  tinctured  with  pedantry,  or  liable  to  dis- 
sertation. With  La  Roche  and  his  daughter,  it  was 
perfectly  familiar.  The  country  round  them,  the 
manners  of  the  village,  the  comparison  of  both  with 
-  those  of  England,  remarks  on  the  works  of  favourite 
authors,  on  the  sentiments  they  conveyed,  and  the 
passions  they  excited,  with  many  other  topics  in 
which  there  was  an  equality,  or  alternate  advantage, 
among  the  speakers,  were  the  subjects  they  talked 
on.     Their   hours,  too,  of  riding  and  walking  were 

many,   in    which    Mr.    ,    as    a    stranger,    was 

shown  the  remarkable  scenes  and  curiosities  of  the 
country.  They  would  sometimes  make  little  expe- 
ditions to  contemplate,  in  different  attitudes,  those 
astonishing  mountains,  the  cliffs  of  which,  covered 
with  eternal  snows,  and  sometimes  shooting  into 
fantastic  shapes,  form  the  termination  of  most  of  the 
Swiss  prospects.  Our  philosopher  asked  many 
questions  as  to  their  natural  history  and  productions. 
La  Roche  observed  the  sublimity  of  the  ideas  which 
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the  view  of  their  stupendous  summits,  inaccessible 
to  mortal  foot,  was  calculated  to  inspire,  which 
naturally,  said  he,  leads  the  mind  to  that  Being  by 
whom  their  foundations  were  laid.  —  "  They  ai'e  not 
seen  in  Flanders  ! "  said  Ma'moiselle  with  a  sigh, 

"  That's   an  odd  remark,"   said   Mr. ,  smiling. 

—  She  blushed,  and  he  inquired  no  further. 

'T  was  with  regret  he  left  a  society  in  which  he 
found  himself  so  happy  ;  but  he  settled  with  La 
Roche  and  his  daughter  a  plan  of  correspondence  ; 
and  they  took  his  promise,  that,  if  ever  he  came 
within  fifty  leagues  of  their  dwelling,  he  should 
travel  those  fifty  leagues  to  visit  them. 
Z 
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CONCLUSION  OF  THE  STORY  OF  LA  ROCHE. 

About  three  years  after,  our  philosopher  was 
on  a  visit  at  Geneva ;  the  promise  he  made  to  La 
Roche  and  his  daughter,  on  his  former  visit,  was 
recalled  to  his  mind,  by  the  view  of  that  range  of 
mountains,  on  a  part  of  which  they  had  often  looked 
together.  There  was  a  reproach,  too,  conveyed 
along  with  the  recollection,  for  his  having  failed  to 
write  to  either  for  several  months  past.  The  truth 
was,  that  indolence  was  the  habit  most  natural  to 
him,  from  which  he  was  not  easily  roused  by  the 
claims  of  correspondence  either  of  his  friends  or  of  his 
enemies  ;  when  the  latter  drew  their  pens  in  contro- 
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versy,  they  were  often  unanswered  as  well  as  the 
former.  While  he  was  hesitating  about  a  visit  to 
La  Roclie,  which  he  wished  to  make,  but  found  the 
effort  rather  too  much  for  him,  he  received  a  letter 
from  the  old  man,  which  had  been  forwarded  to  him 
from  Paris,  where  he  had  then  fixed   his  residence. 

It    contained    a    gentle    complaint    of    Mr.    's 

want  of  punctuality,  but  an  assurance  of  continued 
gratitude  for  his  former  good  offices ;  and,  as  a 
friend  whom  the  writer  considered  interested  in  his 
family,  it  informed  him  of  the  approaching  nuptials 
of  Ma'moiselle  La  Roche,  with  a  young  man,  a 
relation  of  her  own,  and  formerly  a  pupil  of  her 
father's,  of  the  most  amiable  dispositions,  and 
respectable  character.  Attached  from  their  earliest 
years,  they  had  been  separated  by  his  joining  one 
of  the  subsidiary  regiments  of  the  Canton,  then  in 
the  service  of  a  foreign  power.  In  this  situation, 
he  had  distinguished  himself  as  much  for  courage 
and  military  skill,  as  for  the  other  endowments 
which  he  had  cultivated  at  home.  The  term  of  his 
service  was  now  expired,  and  they  expected  him  to 
return  in  a  few  weeks,  when  the  old  man  hoped,  as 
he  expressed  it  in  a  letter,  to  join  their  hands,  and 
see  them  happy  before  he  died. 

Our  philosopher  felt  himself  interested  in  this 
event ;  but  he  was  not,  perhaps,  altogether  so  happy 
in  the  tidings  of  Ma'moiselle  La  Roche's  marriage, 
as  her  father  supposed  him.  Not  that  he  was  ever 
a  lover  of  the  lady's ;  but  he  thought  her  one  of  the 
most  amiable  women  he  had  seen,  and  there  was 
something  in  the  idea  of  her  being  another's  forever, 
that  struck  him,  he  knew  not  why,  like  a  disap- 
pointment. —  After  some  little  speculation  on  the 
matter,  however,  he  could  look  on  it  as  a  thing 
fitting,  if  not  quite  agreeable,  and  determined,  on 
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this  visit,  to  see  liis  old  friend  and  his  daughter 
happy. 

On  the  last  day  of  his  journey,  different  acci- 
dents had  retarded  his  progress  ;  he  was  benighted 
before  he  reached  tiie  quarter  in  which  La  Roche 
resided.  His  guide,  however,  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  road,  and  he  found  himself  at  last  in  view 
of  the  lake,  which  I  have  before  described,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  La  Roche's  dwelling.  A  light 
gleamed  on  the  water,  that  seemed  to  proceed  from 
the  house  ;  it  moved  slowly  along  as  he  proceeded 
up  the  side  of  the  lake,  and  at  last  he  saw  it  glim- 
mer through  the  trees,  and  stop  at  some  distance 
from  the  place  where  he  then  was.  He  supposed 
it  some  piece  of  bridal  merriment,  and  pushed  on 
his  horse  that  he  might  be  a  spectator  of  the  scene  ; 
but  he  was  a  good  deal  shocked,  on  approaching  the 
spot,  to  find  it  proceed  from  the  torch  of  a  person 
clothed  in  the  dress  of  an  attendant  on  a  funeral, 
and  accompanied  by  several  others,  who,  like  him, 
seemed  to  have  been  employed  in  the  rites  of  sepul- 
ture. 

On  Mr.  's    making    inquiry    w^ho    was    the 

person  they  had  been  burying,  one  of  them,  with 
an  accent  more  mournful  than  is  common  to  tlieir 
profession,  answered,  "  Then  you  knew  not  Mad- 
emoiselle, Sir? —  you  never  beheld  a  loveliei-."  — 
"  La  Roche  !  "  exclaimed  he,  in  reply,  —  "  Alas  !  it 
was  she  indeed  ! "  —  The  appearance  of  surprise  and 
grief  which  his  countenance  assumed,  attracted  the 
notice  of  the  peasant  with  whom  he  talked.  —  He 

came   up  closer    to   Mr.    ;  "  I    perceive,   Sir, 

you  were  acquainted  with  Mademoiselle  La  Roche." 
"  Acquainted  with  lier  !  —  Good  God  !  —  when  — 
how  —  where  did  she  die  ?  —  Where  is  her  father  ?  " 
—  '-'She  died.  Sir,  of  heart-break,  I   believe;  the 
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young  gentleman  to  whom  she  was  soon  to  have 
been  married,  was  killed  in  a  duel  by  a  French 
officer,  his  intimate  companion,  and  to  whom,  before 
their  quarrel  he  had  often  done  the  greatest  favoui-s. 
Her  worthy  father  bears  her  deatli,  as  he  has  often 
told  us  a  Christian  should ;  he  is  even  so  composed 
as  to  be  now  in  Iiis  pulpit,  ready  to  deliver  a  few- 
exhortations  to  his  parishioners,  as  is  the  custom 
with  us  on  such  occasions  ;  —  follow  me,  Sir,  and 
you  shall  hear  him." —  He  followed  the  man  without 
answering. 

The  church  was  dimly  lighted,  except  near  the 
pulpit  where  the  venerable  La  Roche  was  seated. 
His  people  were  now  lifting  up  their  voices  in  a 
psalm  to  that  Being  whom  their  pastor  had  taught 
them  ever  to  bless  and  to  revere.  La  Roche  sat, 
his  figure  bending  gently  forward,  his  eyes  half  closed, 
lifted  up  in  silent  devotion.  A  lamp  placed  near 
him  threw  its  light  strong  on  his  head,  and  marked 
the  shadowy  lines  of  age  across  the  paleness  of  his 
brow,  thinly  covered  with  gray  hairs. 

The  music  ceased  ;  La  Roche  sat  for  a  moment, 
and  nature  wrung  a  few  tears  from  him.  His  peo- 
ple were  loud    in   their   grief.     Mr. was   not 

less  affected  than  they — La' Roche  arose. — "  Father 
of  mercies  !  "  said  he,  "  forgive  these  tears  ;  assist  thy 
servant  to  lift  up  his  soul  to  thee  ;  to  lift  to  thee  the 
souls  of  thy  people  !  My  friends  !  it  is  good  so  to 
do ;  at  all  seasons  it  is  good  ;  but  in  the  days  of 
our  distress,  what  a  privilege  it  is  !  Well  saith  the 
sacred  book,  "  Trust  in  the  Lord  ;  at  all  times  trust 
in  the  Lord."  When  every  other  support  fails  us, 
when  the  fountains  of  worldly  comfort  are  dried  up, 
let  us  then  seek  tliose  living  waters  which  flow  from 
the  throne  of  God.— It  is  only  from  the  belief  of  the 
goodness  and  wisdom  of  a  Supreme  Being,  that  our 
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calamities  can  be  borne  in  that  manner  which  be- 
comes a  man.  Human  wisdom  is  here  of  little  use  ; 
for,  in  proportion  as  it  bestows  comfort,  it  represses 
feeling,  without  which  we  may  cease  to  be  hurt  by 
calamity,  but  we  shall  also  cease  to  enjoy  happiness. 
T  will  not  bid  you  be  insensible,  my  friends  !  1  can- 
not, I  cannot,  if  I  would  " — his  tears  flowed  afresh — 
I  feel  too  much  myself,  and  I  am  not  ashamed  of 
my  feelings  ;  but  therefore  may  I  the  more  willingly 
be  heard  ;  therefore  have  I  prayed  God  to  give  me 
strength  to  speak  to  you  ;  to  direct  you  to  him,  not 
with  empty  words,  but  with  these  tears ;  not  from 
speculation,  but  from  experience, — that  while  you 
see  me  suffer,  you  may  know  also  my  consolation. 

"  You  behold  the  mourner  of  his  only  child,  the 
last  earthly  stay  and  blessing  of  his  declining  years  ! 
Such  a  child,  too  ! — It  becomes  not  me  to  speak  of 
her  virtues  ;  yet  it  is  but  gratitude  to  mention  them, 
because  they  were  exerted  towards  myself. — Not 
"many  days  ago  you  saw  lier  young,  beautiful,  vir- 
tuous, and  happy; — ye  who  are  parents  will  judge 
of  my  felicity  then, — ye  will  judge  of  my  affliction 
now.  But  I  look  towards  him  who  struck  me  ;  I 
see  the  hand  of  a  father  amidst  the  chastenings  of 
ray  God. — Oh !  could  I  make  you  feel  what  it  is  to 
pour  out  the  heart,  when  it  is  pressed  down  with 
many  sorrows,  to  pour  it  out  with  confidence  to  him, 
in  whose  hands  are  life  and  death,  on  whose  power 
awaits  all  that  the  lirst  enjoys,  and  in  contemplation 
of  whom  disappears  all  that  the  last  can  inflict ! 
For  we  are  not  as  those  who  die  without  hope  ;  we 
know  that  our  Redeemer  liveth,  that  we  shall  live 
with  him,  with  our  friends  his  servants,  in  that  bless- 
ed land  where  sorrow  is  unknown,  and  happiness 
is  endless  as  it  is  perfect.  Go  then,  mourn  not  for 
me ;  I  have  not  lost  my  child  ;  but  a  little   while, 


NO.   44.  MiRKOK.  255 

and  we  shall  meet  again  never  to  be  separated. — But 
ve  are.  also  my  children  ;  would  ye  that  I  should 
not  grieve  without  comfort  ?  —  So  live  as  she 
lived  ;  that  when  your  death  cometh,  it  may  be 
the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  your  latter  end  like 
his." 

Such  was  the  exhortation  of  La  Roche  ;  his  au- 
ditors answered  it  with  their  tears.  The  good  old 
man  had  dried  up  his  at  the  altar  of  the  Lord  ;  his 
countenance  had  lost  its  sadness,  and  assumed  the 

glow  of  faith   and   hope. — Mr.  followed  him 

into  his  house. — The  inspiration  of  the  pulpit  was 
past ;  at  sight  of  him  the  scenes  they  had  last  met 
in  rushed  again  on  his  mind ;  La  Roche  threw  his 
arms  round  his  neck,  and  watered  it  with  his  tears. 
Tlie  other  was  equally  affected;  they  went  together, 
in  silence,  into  the  pai'lour  where  the  evening  ser- 
vice was  wont  to  be  performed. — The  curtains  of 
the  organ  were  open  ;  La  Roche  started  back  at  the 
sight. — "  Oh  !  my  friend  !  "  said  he,  and   his   tears 

burst  forth   again.     Mr. had   now   recollected 

himself;  he  stept  forward  and  drew  the  curtain  close 
— the  old  man  wiped  off'  his  tears,  and  taking  his 
friend's  hand,  "  You  see  my  weakness,"  said  he,  "  it 
is  the  weakness  of  humanity  ;  but  my  comfort  is 
not  therefore  lost." — "  I  heard  you,"  said  the  other, 
"  in  the  pulpit ;  I  rejoice  that  such  consolation  is 
yours." — "  It  is,  my  friend,"  said  he,  "  and  I  trust  I 
shall  ever  hold  it  fast  ;  if  there  are  any  who  doubt 
our  faith,  let  them  -think  of  what  importance  re- 
ligion is  to  calamity,  and  forbear  to  weaken  its  force  ; 
if  they  cannot  restore  our  happiness,  let  them  not 
take  away  the  solace  of  our  affliction." 

*'  Mr.   's   heart   was  smitten  ;    and   I  have 

heard  him,  long  after,  confess  that  there  were  mo- 
ments when  the   remembrance   overcame  him  even 
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to  weakness  ;  when,  amidst  all  the  pleasures  of  phil- 
osophical discovery,  and  the  pride  of  literary  fame, 
he  recalled  to  his  mind  the  venerable  figure  of  the 
good  La  Roche,  and  wished  that  he  had  never 
doubted." 
Z 
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Is  he  a  man  of  fashion  ?  is  the  usual  question  on 
the  appearance  of  a  stranger,  or  the  mention  of  a 
person  with  whom  we  are  unacquainted.  But 
though  this  phrase  be  in  the  mouth  of  every  body,  I 
have  often  found  people  puzzled  when  they  at- 
tempted to  give  an  idea  of  what  they  meant  by  it ; 
and,  indeed,  so  many  fvnd  so  various  are  the  qual- 
ities that  enter  into  the  composition  of  a  modern 
man  of  fashion,  that  it  is  difficult  to  give  an  accu- 
rate definition  or  a  just  description  of  him.  Per- 
haps he  may,  in  the  general,  be  defined  a  being  who 
possesses  some  quality  or  talent  which  entitles  him 
to  be  received  into  every  company ;  to  make  one 
in  all  parties,  and  to  associate  with  persons  of  the 
highest  rank  and  the  first  distinction. 

If  this  definition  be  just,  it  may  be  amusing  to 
consider  the  different  ideas  that  have  prevailed,  at 
different  times,  vvith  regard  to  the  qualities  requi- 
site to  constitute  a  man  of  fashion.  Not  to  go  fur- 
ther back,  we  are  told  by  Lord  Clarendon,  that,  in 
the  beginning  of  the  last  century,  the  men  of  rank 
were  distingui.~hed  by  a  stately    deportment,  a  dig- 
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nitied  manner,  and  a  certain  stiffness  of  ceremonial, 
admirably  calculated  to  keep  their  inferiors  at  a 
proper  distance.  In  those  days,  when  pride  of  fam- 
ily prevailed  so  universally,  it  is  to  be  presumed, 
that  no  circumstance  could  atone  for  the  want  of 
birth.  Neither  riches  nor  genius,  knowledge  nor 
ability,  could  then  have  entitled  their  possessor  to 
hold  the  rank  of  a  man  of  fashion,  unless  he  for- 
tunately had  sprung  from  an  ancient  and  honourable 
family.  The  immense  fortunes  which  we  are  now 
accustomed  to  see  acquired,  almost  instantaneously, 
were  then  unknown.  In  imagination,  however,  we 
may  fancy  what  an  awkward  appearance  a  modern 
nabob,  or  contractor,  would  have  made  in  a  circle 
of  these  proud  and  high-minded  nobles.  With  all 
his  wealth,  he  would  have  been  treated  as  a  being 
of  a  different  species  ;  and  any  attempt  to  imitate 
the  manners  of  the  great,  or  to  rival  them  in  ex- 
pense and  splendour,  would  only  have  served  to 
expose  him  the  more  to  ridicule  and  contempt. 

As  riches,  however,  increased  in  the  nation,  men 
became  more  and  more  sensible  of  the  solid  advan- 
tages they  brought  along  with  them  ;  and  the  pride 
of  birth  gradually  relaxing,  moneyed  men  rose  pro- 
portionally into  estimation.  The  haughty  lord,  or 
proud  country  gentleman,  no  longer  scrupled  to 
give  his  daughter  in  marriage  to  an  opulent  citizen, 
or  to  repair  his  ruined  fortune  by  uniting  the  heir 
ot"  his  title  or  family  with  a  rich  heiress,  though  of 
plebeian  extraction.  These  connections  daily  be- 
coming more  common,  removed,  in  some  measure, 
the  distinction  of  rank ;  and  every  man,  possessed 
of  a  certain  fortune,  came  to  think  himself  entitled 
to  be  treated  as  a  gentleman,  and  received  as  a  man 
of  fashion.  Above  all,  the  happy  expedient  of  pur- 
chasing seats  in   Parliament,  tended   to  add  weight 
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and  consideration  to  what  came  to  be  called  the 
Moneyed  Interest.  When  a  person  who  had  suddenly 
acquired  an  enormous  fortune,  could  find  eight  or 
ten  proper,  well  dressed  gentleman-like  figures  ready 
to  vote  for  him  as  his  proxies,  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, it  is  not  surprising,  that,  in  his  turn,  he  should 
come  to  look  down  on  the  heirs  of  old  established 
families,  who  could  neither  cope  with  him  in  influ- 
ence at  court,  nor  vie  with  him  in  show  and  osten- 
tation. 

About  the  beginning  of  this  century,  there  seems 
to  have  been  an  intermediate,  though  short  interval, 
when  genius,  knowledge,  talents,  and  elegant  ac- 
complishments, entitled  their  possessor  to  hold  the 
rank  of  a  man  of  fashion,  and  were  even  deemed 
essentially  requisite  to  form  that  character.  The 
society  of  Swift,  Pope,  Gay,  and  Prior,  was  courted 
by  all ;  and,  without  the  advantages  of  high  birth, 
or  great  fortune,  an  Addison  and  a  Craggs  attained 
the  first  offices  in  the  state. 

In  the  present  happy  and  enlightened  age,  neither 
birth  nor  fortune,  superior  talents,  nor  superior  abil- 
ities, are  requisite  to  form  a  man  of  fashion.  On  the 
contrary,  all  these  advantages  united  are  insufficient 
to  entitle  their  owners  to  hold  that  rank,  while  we 
daily  see  numbers  received  as  men  of  fashion,  though 
sprung  from  the  meanest  of  the  people,  and  though 
destitute  of  every  grace,  of  every  polite  accomplish- 
ment, and  of  all  pretensions  to  genius  or  ability. 

This,  I  confess,  I  have  often  considered  as  one 
of  the  greatest  and  most  important  improvements 
in  modei-n  manners.  Formerly,  it  behooved  every 
person  born  in  obscurity,  who  wished  to  rise  into 
eminence,  either  to  acquire  wealth  by  industry  or 
frugality,  or,  following  a  still  more  laborious  and 
difficult  pursuit,  to  distinguish  himself  by  the  exer- 
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tioa  of  superior  talents  in  the  field  or  in  the  senate. 
But  now  nothing  of  all  this  is  necessary.  A  certain 
degree  of  knowledge  the  man  of  fashion  must  indeed 
possess.  He  must  be  master  of  the  principles  con- 
tained in  the  celebrated  treatise  of  Mr.  Hoyle  ;  he 
must  know  the  chances  of  hazard ;  he  must  be  able 
to  decide  on  any  dispute  with  regard  to  the  form  of 
a  hat,  or  the  fashion  of  a  buckle ;  and  he  must  be 
able  to  tell  my  Lady  Duchess,  whether  Marechalle 
powder  suits  best  a  brown  or  a  fair  complexion. 

From  the  equipage,  the  dress,  the  external  show 
of  a  modern  man  of  fashion,  a  superficial  observer 
might  be  apt  to  think  that  fortune,  at  least,  is  a 
necessary  article  ;  but  a  proper  knowledge  of  the 
world  teaches  us  the  contrary.  A  man  of  fashion 
must,  indeed,  live  as  if  he  were  a  man  of  fortune. 
He  must  rival  the  wealthiest  in  expense  of  every 
kind  ;  he  must  push  to  excess  every  species  of  ex- 
travagant dissipation  ;  and  he  must  game  for  more 
money  than  he  can  pay.  But  all  these  things  a  man 
of  fashion  can  do,  without  possessing  any  visible 
revenue  whatever.  This,  though  perhaps  the  most 
important,  is  not  the  only  advantage  which  the  man 
of  fashion  enjoys  over  the  rest  of  mankind.  Not  to 
mention  that  he  may  seduce  the  daughter,  and  cor- 
rupt the  wife,  of  his  friend,  he  may  also,  with  per- 
fect honour,  rob  the  son  of  that  friend  of  his  whole 
fortune  in  an  evening ;  and  it  is  altogether  imma- 
terial that  the  one  party  was  intoxicated,  and  the 
other  sober ;  that  the  one  was  skilled  in  the  game, 
and  the  other  ignorant  of  it ;  for,  if  a  young  man 
will  play  in  such  circumstances,  who  but  himself 
can  be  blamed  for  the  consequences  ? 

The  superiority  enjoyed  by  a  man  of  fashion,  in 
his  ordinary  dealings  and  intercourse  with  mankind, 
is  still  more  marked.     He  may,  without  any  im- 
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peachment  on  his  character,  and  witli  the  nicest 
regard  to  his  honour,  do  things  which,  in  a  common 
man,  would  be  deemed  infamous.  Thus,  the  man 
of  fashion  may  live  in  luxury  and  splendour,  while 
his  creditors  are  starving  in  the  street,  or  rotting  in 
a  jail ;  and,  should  they  attempt  to  enforce  the  laws 
of  their  country  against  him,  he  would  be  entitled 
to  complain  of  it  as  a  gross  violation  of  the  respect 
that  is  due  to  his  person  and  character. 

The  last  time  ray  friend  Mr.  Umphraville  was  in 
town,  I  was  not  a  little  amused  with  his  remarks  on 
the  men  of  fashion  about  this  city,  and  on  the  change 
that  had  taken  place  in  our  manners  since  the  time 
he  had  retired  from  the  world.  When  we  met  a 
young  man  gayly  dressed,  lolling  in  his  chariot,  he 
seldom  failed  to  ask,  "What  young  lord  is  that?" 
One  day  we  were  invited  to  dine  with  an  old  ac- 
quaintance, who  had  married  a  lady  passionately 
fond  of  the  ton,  and  of  every  thing  that  had  the  ap- 
pearance of  fashion.  We  went  at  the  common  hour 
of  dining,  and,  after  waiting  some  time,  our  host, 
who  had  informed  us  that  he  would  invite  nobody 
else,  that  we  might  talk  over  old  stories  without  in- 
terruption, proposed  to  order  dinner  ;  on  which  his 
lady,  after  chiding  his  impatience,  and  observing 
that  nobody  kept  such  unfashionable  hours,  said,  she 

expected  Mr. ,  and   another  friend,  whom  she 

had  met  at  the  play  the  evening  before,  and  had  en- 
gaged to  dine  with  her  that  day.  After  waiting  a 
full  hour  longer,  the  noise  of  a  carriage,  and  a  loud 
lap  at  the  door,  announced  the  arrival  of  the  ex- 
pected guests.  They  entered,  dressed  in  the  very 
pink  of  the  mode  ;  and  neither  my  friend's  dress  nor 
mine  being  calculated  to  inspire  them  with  respect, 
they  brushed  past  us,  and  addressed  the  lady  of  the 
house,  and  two  young  ladies  who  were  with  her,  in 
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a  strain  of  coarse  familiarity,  so  different  from  the 
distant  and  respectful  manner  to  which  Mr.  Umphra- 
ville  had  been  accustomed,  that  I  could  plainly 
discover  he  was  greatly  shocked  with  it.  When  we 
were  called  to  dinner,  the  two  young  gentlemen 
seated  themselves  on  each  hand  of  the  lady  of  the 
house,  and  there  engrossed  the  whole  conversation, 
if  a  recital  of  the  particulars  of  their  adventures  at 
the  tavern  the  evening  before  deserve  that  name. 
For  a  long  time  every  attempt  made  by  our  land- 
lord to  enter  into  discourse  with  Mr.  Umphraville 
and  me,  proved  abortive.  At  last,  taking  advantage 
of  an  accidental  pause,  he  congratulated  my  friend 
on  the  conquest  of  Pondicherry.  The  latter,  draw- 
ing his  brows  together,  and  shaking  his  head  with 
an  expression  of  dissent,  observed,  that  although  he 
was  always  pleased  with  the  exertions  of  our  country- 
men, and  the  bravery  of  our  troops,  he  could  not 
receive  any  satisfaction  from  an  Indian  conquest. 
He  then  began  a  harangue  on  the  corruption  of 
manners — the  evils  of  luxury — the  fatal  consequences 
of  a  sudden  influx  of  wealth — and  would,  I  am  per- 
suaded, ere  he  had  done,  have  traced  the  loss  of 
liberty  in  Greece  and  the  fell  of  Rome  to  Asiatic 
connections,  had  he  not  been,  all  at  once,  cut  short 
with  the  exclamation  of  "  Damn  it,  Jack,  how  does 
the  old  boy  do  to-day  ?  I  hope  he  begins  to  get 
better. — Nay,  pray  thee  don't  look  grave  ;  you  know 
I  am  too  much  your  friend  to  wish  him  to  hold  out 
long;  but  if  he  tip  before  Tuesday  at  twelve  o'clock, 

I  shall  lose  a  hundred  to   Dick  Hazard. After 

that  time,  as  soon  as   you    please. Don't  you 

think,  Madam,"  addressing  himself  to  one  of  the 
young  ladies,  "  that  when  an  old  fellow  has  been 
scraping  money  together  with  both  hands  for  forty 
vears,  the  civilest  thing  he  can  do  is  to  die,  and  leave 
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it  to  a  son  who  has  spirit  to  spend  it  ?  "  Without 
uttering  a  word,  the  lady  gave  one  look,  that,  had 
he  been  able  to  translate  it  into  language,  must,  for 
a  time,  at  least,  have  checked  his  vivacity.  But 
the  rebuke  being  too  delicate  to  make  any  impression 
on  our  hero,  he  ran  on  in  the  same  strain  ;  and  be- 
ing properly  supported  by  his  companion,  effectually 
excluded  the  discourse  of  everybody  else.  Umphra- 
ville  did  not  once  again  attempt  to  open  his  mouth  ; 
and,  for  my  own  part,  as  I  had  heard  enough  of  the 
conversation,  his  countenance  served  as  a  sufficient 
fund  of  entertainment  for  me.  A  painter,  who 
wished  to  express  indignation,  contempt,  and  pity, 
blended  together,  could  not  have  found  a  finer 
study. 

At  length  we  withdrew  ;  and  we  had  no  sooner 
got  fairly  out  of  the  house,  than  Umphraville  began 
to  interrogate  me  with  regard  to  the  gentlemen  who 
had  dined  with  us.  "  They  are  men  of  fashion," 
said  I. — "  But  who  are  they  .''  of  what  families  are 
they  descended  ?  " — "  As  to  that,"  replied  I,  "  you 
know  I  am  not  skilled  in  the  science  of  genealogy  ; 
but,  though  I  were,  it  would  not  enable  me  to  an- 
swer your  present  inquiries  ;  for  I  beheve,  were  you 
to  put  the  question  to  the  gentlemen  themselves,  it 
would  puzzle  either  of  them  to  tell  you  who  his 
grandfather  was." — "  What  then,"  said  he,  in  an 
elevated  tone  of  voice,  "  entitles  them  to  be  re- 
ceived into  company  as  men  of  fashion  ?  Is  it  extent 
of  ability,  superiority  of  genius,  refinement  of  taste, 
elegant  accomplishments,  or  polite  conversation  ?  I 
admit,  that  where  these  are  to  be  found  in  an  emi- 
nent degree,  they  may  make  up  for  the  want  of 
birth  ;  but  where  a  person  can  neither  talk  like  a 
man  of  sense,  nor  behave  like  a  gentleman,  I  must 
own  I  cannot  easily  pardon  our  men  of  rank  for 
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allowing  every  barrier  to  be  removed,  and  every 
frivolous,  insignificant  fellow  who  can  adopt  the 
reigning  vices  of  the  age,  to  be  received  on  an  equal 
footing  with  themselves-  But  after  all,"  continued 
he,  in  a  calm  tone,  "  if  such  be  the  manners  of  our 
men  of  rank,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  they,  or 
their  imitators,  are  the  greatest  objects  of  contempt." 
R 
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"  TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"I  HAPPENED  lately  to  dine  in  a  large  company, 
where  I  was,  in  a  great  measure,  unknowing  and 
unknown.  To  enter  into  further  particulars,  would 
be  to  tell  you  more  than  is  necessary  to  my  story. 

"  The  conversation,  after  dinner,  turned  on  that 
commonplace  question,  "  Whether  a  parent  ought 
to  choose  a  profession  for  his  child,  or  leave  him  to 
choose  for  himself." 

"  Many  remarks  and  examples  were  produced  on 
both  sides  of  the  question  ;  and  the  argument  hung 
in  equilibrio,  as  is  often  the  case,  when  all  the  speak- 
ers are  moderately  well-informed,  and  none  of  them 
are  very  eager  to  convince,  or  unwilling  to  be  con- 
vinced. 

"  At  length  an  elderly  gentleman  began  to  give 
his  opinion.  He  was  a  stranger  to  most  of  the  com- 
pany ;  had  been  silent,  but  not  sullen  ;  of  a  steady 
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but  not  voracious  appetite  :  and  one  rather  civil  than 
polite. 

'  In  my  younger  days,'  said  he,  '  nothing  would 
serve  me  but  I  must  needs  make  a  campaign  against 

the  Turks    in    Hungary.' At    mention    of  the 

Turks  in  Hungary,  I  perceived  a  general  impatience 
to  seize  the  company. 

'  I  rejoice  exceedingly,  Sir,'  said  a  young  physi- 
cian, '  that  fortune  has  placed  me  near  one  of  your 
character.  Sir,  from  whom  I  may  be  informed  with 
precision,  whether  lavements  of  ol.  amygd.  did  in- 
deed prove  a  specific  in  the  Hungarian  Dysenteria, 
which  desolated  the  German  army.' 

'  Ipecacuanha,  in  small  doses,'  added  another 
gentleman  of  the  faculty,  '  is  an  excellent  recipe, 
and  was  generally  prescribed  at  our  hospitals  at 
Westphalia,  with  great,  although  not  infallible  suc- 
cess ;  but  that  method  was  not  known  in  the  last 
wars  between  the  Ottomans,  vulgarly  termed  Turks, 
and  the  Imperialists,  whom,  through  an  error  ex- 
ceedingly common,  my  good  friend  has  denominated 
Germans.' 

'  You  must  pardon  me,  doctor,'  said  a  third,  '  ipe- 
cacuanha, in  small  doses,  was  administered  at  the 
siege  of  Limerick,  soon  after  the  Revolution ;  and 
if  you  will  be  pleased  to  add  seventy-nine,  the  years 
of  this  century,  to  ten  or  eleven,  which  carries  us 
back  to  the  siege  of  Limerick  in  the  last,  you  will 
find,  if  I  mistake  not,  that  this  recipe  has  been  used 
for  fourscore  and  nine,  or  for  ninety  years.' 

'  Twice  the  years  of  the  longest  prescription, 
Doctor,'  cried  a  pert  barrister  from  the  other  end 
of  the  table,  '  even  after  making  a  reasonable  allow- 
ance for  minorities.' 

'  You  mean  if  that  were  necessary,'  said  a 
thoughtful  aged  person  who  sat  next  him. 
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'  As  I  was  saying,'  continued  the  third  physician, 
'  ipecacuanha  was  administered,  in  small  doses,  at 
the  siege  of  Limerick  ;  for  it  is  a  certain  fact,  that 
a  surgeon  in  King  William's  army  communicated 
the  receipt  of  that  preparation  to  a  friend  of  his,  and 
that  friend  communicated  it  to  the  father,  or  rather, 
as  I  incline  to  believe,  to  the  grandfather,  of  a 
friend  of  mine.  I  am  peculiarly  attentive  to  the 
exactitude  of  my  ftvcts  ;  for,  indeed,  it  is  by  facts 
alone  that  we  can  proceed  to  reason  with  assurance. 
It  was  the  great  Bacon's  method.' 

"  A  grave  personage,  in  black,  then  spoke  :  '  There 
is  another  circumstance  respecting  the  last  wars 
in  Hungary,  which,  I  must  confess,  does  exceedingly 
interest  my  curiosity  ;  and  that  is,  whether  General 
Doxat  was  justly  condemned  for  yielding  up  a 
fortified  city  to  the  infidels ;  or  whether,  being  an 
innocent  man,  and  a  Protestant,  he  was  perse- 
cuted unto  death  by  the  intrigues  of  the  Jesuits 
at  the  court  of  Vienna  ? ' 

'I  know  nothing  of  General  Doxy,'  said  the 
stranger,  who  had  hitherto  listened  attentively ; 
'but,  if  he  was  persecuted  by  the  Jesuits,  I  should 
suppose  him  to  have  been  a  very  honest  gentleman  ; 
for  I  never  heard  any  thing  but  ill  of  the  people  of 
that  religion.' 

'  You  forget,'  said  the  first  physician,  '  the  Quin- 
quina, that  celebrated  febrifuge,  which  was  brought 
into  Europe  by  a  father  of  that  order,  or,  as  you 
are  pleased  to  express  it  in  French  idiom,  of  that 
I'ehgion.' 

'  That  of  the  introduction  of  the  Quinquina  into 
Europe  by  the  Jesuits  is  a  vulgar  error,'  said  the 
second  physician ;  '  the  truth  is,  that  the  secret  was 
communicated  by  the  natives  of  South  America  to 
a   humane    Spanish    governor   whom    they  loved. 
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He  told  his  chaplain  of  it ;  the  chajjlain,  a  German 
Jesuit,  fifave  some  of"  the  bark  to  Dr.  Ilelvetius,  of 
Amsterdam,  father  of  that  Ilelvetius,  who,  having 
composed  a  book  concerning  matter,  gave  it  the  title 
of  spirit.' 

'  What ! '  cried  the  third  ])hysician,  '  was  that  Dr. 
Ilelvetius  who  cured  the  Queen  of  France  of  an 
intermittent,  the  father  of  Ilelvetius  the  renowned 
pliilosopher  ?  The  fact  is  exceedingly  curious  ;  and 
I  wonder  whether  it  has  come  to  tiie  knowledge  of 
my  correspondent  Dr.  B .' 

'  As  the  gentleman  speaks  of  his  campaigns,'  said 
an  officer  of  the  army,  '  he  will  ))robably  be  in  a 
condition  to  inform  us,  whether  Marshal  Saxe  is  to 
be  credited  when  he  tells  us,  in  his  Reveries,  that 
the  Turkish  horse,  after  having  drawn  out  their  fire, 
mowed  down  the  Imperial  infantry. ' 

'  Perhaps  we  shall  have  some  account  of  Petro- 
nius  found  at  Belgrade,'  said  another  of  the  com- 
pany;  but  I  suspend  ray  inquiries  till  the  gentleman 
has  finished  his  story.' 

'I  have  listened  with  great  pleasure,'  said  the 
stranger,  '  and,  though  I  cannot  say  that  I  under- 
stand all  the  ingenious  things  spoken,  I  can  see  the 
truth  of  what  I  have  often  been  told,  that  the  Scots, 
with  all  their  faults,  are  a  learned  nation. 

'  In  my  younger  days,  it  is  true,  that  nothing 
would  serve  me  but  I  must  needs  make  a  campaign 
against  the  Turks,  or  the  Hotmen  in  Hungary  ;  but 
my  father  could  not  afford  to  breed  me  like  a  gen- 
tleman, which  was  my  own  wish,  and  so  he  bound 
me  seven  years  to  a  ship-chandler  in  Wapping. 
Just  as  my  time  was  out,  my  master  died,  and  I 
married  the  widow.  What  by  mari'iages,  and  what 
by  purchasing  damaged  stores,  1  got  together  a 
pretty  capital.     I  then  dealt  in  sailors'  tickets,  and 
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I  peculated,  as  they  call  it,  in  divers  things.  I  am 
now  well  known  about  'Change,  ay,  and  somewhere 
else  too,'  said  he,  with  a  significant  nod. 

'  Now,  gentlemen,  you  will  judge  whether  my 
father  did  not  choose  better  for  me  than  I  should 
have  done  for  myself.  Had  I  gone  to  the  wars,  I 
might  have  lost  some  of  my  precious  limbs,  or  have 
had  my  tongue  cut  out  by  the  Turks.  But  suppose 
that  I  had  returned  safe  to  Old  England,  I  might 
indeed  have  been  able  to  brag,  that  I  was  acquainted 
with  the  laughing  Man  of  Hungary,  and  with  Peter 
O — I  can't  hit  on  his  name;  and  I  might  have 
learned  the  way  of  curing  great  Bacon,  and  known 
whether  a  Turkish  horse  mowed  down  Imperial  in- 
fants ;  but  my  pockets  would  have  been  empty  all  the 
while,  and  I  should  have  been  put  to  hard  shifts  for 
a  dinner.  And  so  you  will  see  that  my  father  did 
well  in  binding  me  apprentice  to  a  ship-chandler.  — 
Here  is  to  his  memory  in  a  bumper  of  port;  and 
success  to  Omnium,  and  the  Irish  Tong-teing  !  ' 
"  I  am,  Sir,  &c., 

"  EUTRAPELUS." 

Though  I  early  signified  my  resolution  of  declin- 
ing to  take  any  public  notice  of  communications  or 
letters  sent  me ;  yet  thei-e  is  a  set  of  correspondents 
whose  favours,  lately  received,  I  think  myself  bound 
to  acknowledge ;  and  this  I  do  the  more  willingly, 
as  it  shows  the  fame  of  my  predecessors  to  have 
extended  further  than  even  I  had  been  apt  to 
imagine. 

Tiie  Spectator's  Club  is  well  known  to  the  literary 
and  the  fashionable  of  both  sexes ;  but  I  confess  I 
was  not  less  surprised  than  pleased  to  find  it  familiar, 
much  to  the  credit  of  the  gentlemen  who  frequent 
such  places,  to  the  very  tavern  keepers  of  this  city ; 
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the  greatest  part  of  whom,  not  doubting  that  I  was 
to  follow  so  illustrious  an  example,  in  the  institution 
of  a  Convivial  Society,  have  severally  applied  to  me, 
through  the  channel  of  my  editor,  to  beg  that  they 
may  be  honoured  with  the  reception  of  the  Mirror 
Club. 

Like  all  other  candidates  for  employment,  none 
of  them  has  been  at  a  loss  for  reasons  why  his  pro- 
posal should  have  the  preference.  One  describes 
his  house  as  in  the  most  public,  another  recommends 
his  as  in  the  most  private  part  of  the  town.  One 
says,  his  tavern  is  resorted  to  by  the  politest  com- 
pany ;  another,  that  he  only  receives  gentlemen  of 
the  most  regular  and  respectable  characters.  One 
offers  me  the  largest  room  of  its  kind  ;  another  the 
most  quiet  and  commodious.  I  am  particularly 
pleased  with  the  attention  of  one  of  these  gentlemen, 
who  tells  me  he  has  provided  an  excellent  elbow- 
chair  for  Mr.  Umphraville ;  and  that  he  shall  take 
care  to  have  no  children  in  his  house  to  disturb  Mr. 
Fleetwood. 

I  am  sorry  to  keep  those  good  people  in  suspense  ; 
but  I  must  inform  them,  for  many  obvious  reasons, 
that  tliough  my  friends  and  I  visit  them  oftener 
perhaps  than  they  are  aware  of,  it  may  be  a  consid- 
erable time  before  we  find  it  convenient  to  constitute 
a  regular  Club,  or  to  make  known,  even  to  the 
master  of  the  house  which  has  the  honour  of  receiv- 
ing us,  whei'e  we  have  fixed  the  place  of  our  con- 
vention. 

Meantime,  as  all  of  them  rest  their  chief  preten- 
sions on  the  character  of  the  clubs  who  already 
favour  them  with  their  countenance,  and  as  the 
names  of  most  of  these  clubs  excite  my  curiosity  to 
be  acquainted  with  their  history  and  constitution,  1 
must  hereby  request  the  landlords  who  entertain  the 
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respective  societies  of  tlie  Capillaire,  the  Wliin-bush, 
the  Knights  of  the  Cap  and  Feather,  the  Tab- 
ernacle, the  Stoic,  the  Poker,  the  Hum-drum,  and 
the  Antemanum,  to  transmit  me  a  short  account 
of  the  origin  and  nature  of  these  societies  ;  —  I  say 
the  landlords,  because  I  do  not  think,  myself  entitled 
to  desire  such  an  account  from  the  clubs  themselves  ; 
and  because  it  is  probable  that  the  most  material 
transactions  carried  on  at  their  raeeting.s  are  per- 
fectly well  known,  and,  indeed,  may  be  said  to  come 
through  the  hands  of  the  hosts  and  their  deputies. 
L 
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Quid  ininuat  curas,  quid  te  tibi  reddal  amicum 

HOK.  EPIST.  i.  18.  101. 

That  false  refinement  and  mistaken  delicacy  I 
have  formerly  described  in  my  friend  Mr.  Fleetwood, 
a  constant  indulgence  in  which  has  rendered  all  his 
feelings  so  acute,  as  to  make  him  be  disgusted  with 
the  ordinary  societies  of  men,  not  only  attends  him 
wlien  in  company,  or  engaged  in  conversation,  but 
sometimes  disturbs  those  pleasures,  from  which  a 
mind  like  his  ought  to  receive  the  highest  enjoyment. 
Though  endowed  with  the  most  excellent  taste,  and 
though  his  mind  be  fitted  for  relishing  all  the  beau- 
ties of  good  composition  ;  yet,  such  is  the  effect  of 
that  excess  of  sensibility  he  has  indulged,  that  he 
hardly  ever  receives   pleasure   from  any  of  these, 
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which  is  not  mixed  with  some  degree  of*  pain.  In 
reading,  though  he  can  feel  all  the  excellences  of 
the  author,  and  enter  into  his  sentiraent-s  with 
warmth,  yet  he  generally  meets  with  something  to 
offend  him.  If  a  poem,  he  complains  that,  with  all 
its  merit,  it  is,  in  some  places,  turgid,  in  others  lan- 
guid ;  if  a  prose  composition,  that  the  style  is 
laboured  or  careless,  stiff  or  familiar,  and  that  the 
matter  is  either  trite  or  obscure.  In  his  remarks, 
there  is  always  some  foundation  of  truth  ;  but  that 
exquisite  sensibility  which  leads  to  the  too  nice 
perception  of  blemishes,  is  apt  to  carry  him  away 
from  the  contemplation  of  the  beauties  of  the  author, 
and  gives  him  a  degree  of  uneasiness  which  is  not 
always  compensated  by  the  pleasure  he  receives. 

Very  different  from  this  turn  of  mind  is  that  of 
Robert  Morley,  Esq.  He  is  a  man  of  very  consid- 
erable abilities.  His  father,  possessed  of  a  consid- 
erable fortune,  sent  him,  when  a  boy,  to  an  English 
academy.  He  contracted,  from  the  example  of  his 
teachers,  an  attachment  to  ancient  learning ;  and  he 
was  led  to  think  that  he  felt  and  relished  the  classics, 
and  understood  the  merits  of  their  composition. 
From  these  circumstances,  he  began  to  fancy  him- 
self a  man  of  fine  taste,  qualified  to  decide  with 
authority  upon  every  subject  of  polite  literature. 
But,  in  reality,  Mr.  Morley  possesses  as  little  taste 
as  any  one  I  ever  knew  of  his  talents  and  learning. 
Endowed  by  nature  with  great  strength  of  mind, 
and  ignorant  of  the  feebleness  and  weakness  of 
human  character,  he  is  a  stranger  to  all  those  finer 
delicacies  of  feeling  and  perception  which  constitute 
the  man  of  genuine  taste.  But,  notwithstanding 
this,  from  the  persuasion  that  he  is  a  person  of  fine 
taste,  he  reads  and  talks,  with  fancied  rapture,  of  a 
poem,  or  a  poetical  description.     All  his  remarks, 
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however,  discover  that  he  knows  nothing  of  what 
he  talks  about ;  and  almost  every  opinion  which  he 
gives  differs  from  the  most  approved  upon  the  sub- 
ject. Catched  by  that  spirit  which  Homer's  heroes 
are  possessed  of,  he  agrees  with  the  greatest  part 
of  the  world  in  thinking  that  author  the  first  of  all 
poets ;  but  Virgil  lie  considers  as  a  poet  of  very 
little  merit.  To  him  he  prefers  Lucan ;  but  thinks 
there  are  some  passages  in  Statius  superior  to  either. 
He  says  Ovid  gives  a  better  picture  of  love  than 
TibuUus  ;  and  he  prefers  Quintus  Curtius,  as  an  his- 
torian, to  Livy.  —  The  modern  writers,  particularly 
the  French,  he  generally  speaks  of  with  contempt. 
Amongst  the  English,  he  likes  the  style  of  The 
Rambler  better  than  that  of  Mr.  Addison's  Spec- 
tator ;  and  he  prefers  Gordon  and  Macpherson  to 
Hume  and  Robertson.  I  have  sometimes  heard 
him  repeat  a  hundred  lines  at  a  stretch,  from  one 
of  the  most  bombast  of  our  English  poets,  and  have 
seen  him  in  apparent  rapture  at  the  high-sounding 
words,  and  swell  of  the  lines,  though  I  am  pretty 
certain  that  he  could  not  have  a  distinct  picture  or 
idea  of  any  one  thing  the  poet  meant.  Though  he 
has  no  ear,  I  have  heard  him  talk  with  enthusiasm 
in  praise  of  music,  and  lecture,  with  an  air  of  superi- 
ority, upon  the  different  qualities  of  the  greatest 
masters  in  the  art. 

Thus,  while  Mr.  Fleetwood  is  often  a  prey  to 
disappointment,  and  rendered  uneasy  by  excessive 
refinement  and  sensibility,  Mr.  Morley,  without  any 
taste  at  all,  receives  gratification  unmixed  and  un- 
alloyed. 

The  character  of  Morley  is  not  more  different 
from  Fleetwood's  than  that  of  Tom  Dacres  is  from 
both.  Tom  is  a  young  man  of  six-and-twenty,  and 
beino;  owner  of  an  estate  of  about  five    hundred 
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pounds  a  year,  he  resides  constantly  in  the  country. 
He  is  not  a  man  of  parts  ;  nor  is  he  possessed  of  the 
least  degree  of  taste  ;  but  Tom  lives  easy,  contented, 
and  happy.  He  is  one  of  the  greatest  talkers  I  ever 
knew  ;  he  rambles,  with  great  volubility,  from  sub- 
ject to  subject;  but  he  never  says  any  thing  that  is 
worth  being  heard.  He  is  everywhere  tlie  same  ; 
and  he  runs  on  with  the  like  undistingui^hing  ease, 
whether  in  company  with  men  in  high  or  in  low 
rank,  with  the  knowing  or  the  ignorant.  The 
morning,  if  the  Aveather  be  good,  he  employs  in 
traversing  the  fields,  dressed  in  a  short  coat,  and  an 
old  slouched  hat  with  a  tarnished  gold  binding.  He  is 
expert  at  all  exercises ;  and  he  passes  much  of  his 
lime  in  shooting,  playing  at  cricket,  or  at  ninepins.  If 
the  weather  be  rainy,  he  moves  from  the  farm-yard 
to  the  stable,  or  from  the  stable  to  the  farm-yard. 
He  walks  from  one  end  of  the  parlour  to  the  other, 
humming  a  tune,  or  whistling  to  himself;  sometimes 
he  plays  on  the  fiddle,  or  takes  a  hit  at  backgam- 
mon. Tom's  sisters,  who  are  very  accomplished 
girls,  now  and  then  put  into  his  hand  any  new  book 
with  which  they  are  pleased  ;  but  he  always  returns 
it,  says  he  does  not  see  the  use  of  reading,  that  the 
book  may  be  good,  is  well  pleased  that  they  like  it, 
but  that  it  is  not  a  thing  of  his  sort.  Even  in  the 
presence  of  ladies,  he  often  indulges  in  jokes  coarse 
and  indecent,  which  could  not  be  heard  without  a 
blush  from  any  other  person  ;  but  from  Tom,  for  his 
way  is  known,  they  are  heard  without  offence.  Tom 
is  pleased  with  himself,  and  with  every  thing  around 
him,  and  wishes  for  nothing  that  he  is  not  possessed 
of.  He  says  he  is  much  happier  than  your  wiser 
and  graver  gentlemen.  Tom  will  never  be  respected 
or  admired  ;  but  he  is  disliked  by  none,  and  made 
welcome  wherever  he  goes. 
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In  reflecting  upon  these  characters,  I  have  some- 
times been  almost  tempted  to  think,  that  taste  is  an 
acquisition  to  be  avoided.  I  have  been  apt  to  make 
tliis  conclusion,  when  I  considered  the  many  inde- 
scribable uneasinesses  to  which  Mr.  Fleetwood  is 
exposed,  and  the  many  unalloyed  enjoyments  of 
Morley  and  Dacres ;  the  one  without  taste,  but 
believing  himself  possessed  of  it ;  the  other  without 
taste,  and  without  thinking  that  he  has  any.  But  I 
have  always  been  withdrawn  from  every  such 
reflection,  by  the  contemplation  of  the  character  of 
my  much  valued  friend,  Mr.  Sidney. 

Mr.  Sidney  is  a  man  of  the  best  understanding 
and  of  the  most  correct  and  elegant  taste ;  but  he  is 
not  more  remarkable  for  those  qualities,  than  for 
that  uncommon  goodness  and  benevolence  which 
presides  in  all  he  says  or  does.  To  this  it  is  owing 
that  his  refined  taste  has  never  been  attended  with 
any  other  consequence  than  to  add  to  his  own  hap- 
piness, and  to  that  of  every  person  with  whom  he 
has  any  connection.  Mr.  Sidney  never  unbosoms 
the  secrets  of  his  heart,  except  to  a  very  few  par- 
ticular friends  ;  but  he  is  polite  and  complaisant  to 
all.  It  is  not,  however,  that  politeness  which  arises 
from  a  desire  to  comply  with  the  rules  of  the  world  ; 
it  is  politeness  dictated  by  the  heart,  and  which, 
therefore,  sits  always  easy  upon  him.  At  peace 
with  his  own  mind,  he  is  pleased  with  every  one 
about  him  ;  and  he  receives  the  most  sensible  grati- 
fication from  the  thought  that  the  little  attentions 
which  he  bestows  upon  others,  contribute  to  their 
happiness.  No  person  ever  knew  better  how  to 
estimate  the  different  pleasures  of  life ;  but  none 
ever  entered  with  more  ease  into  the  enjoyments 
of  others,  though  not  suited  to  his  own  taste.  This 
flows  from  the  natural  benevolence  of  his  heart ;  and 
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I  know  he  has  received  more  delight  from  taking  a 
share  in  the  pleasures  of  others,  than  in  cultivating 
his  own.  In  reading,  no  man  has  a  nicer  discern- 
ment of  tlie  faults  of  an  author;  but  he  always 
contrives  to  overlook  them  ;  and  says,  that  he  hardly 
ever  read  any  book  from  which  he  did  not  receive 
some  pleasure  or  instruction. 

Mr.  Sidney  has,  in  the  course  of  his  life,  met  with 
disappointments  and  misfortunes,  though  few  of  them 
are  known  except  to  his  most  particular  friends. 
While  the  impression  of  those  misfortunes  was 
strongest  on  his  mind,  his  outward  conduct  in  the 
world  remained  invariably  the  same  ;  and  those  few 
friends  whom  he  honoui-ed  by  making  partners  of 
his  sorrows,  know  that  one  great  source  of  his  con- 
solation was  the  consciousness  that,  under  the  pres- 
sure of  calamity,  his  behaviour  remained  unaltered, 
and  that  he  was  able  to  go  through  the  duties  of  life 
with  becoming  dignity  and  ease.  Instead  of  being 
peevish  and  discontented  with  the  world,  the  disap- 
pointments he  has  met  with  have  only  taught  him 
to  become  more  detached  from  those  enjoyments  of 
life  which  are  beyond  his  power,  and  have  made 
him  value  more  highly  those  which  he  possesses. 
Mr.  Sidney  has,  for  a  long  time  past,  been  engaged 
in  business  of  a  very  difficult  and  laborious  nature  ; 
but  he  conducts  it  with  equal  ease  and  spirit.  Far 
from  the  elegance  and  sensibility  of  his  mind  unfit- 
ting him  for  the  management  of  those  transactions 
which  require  great  firmness  and  j^erseverance,  I 
believe  it  is  his  good  taste  and  elegant  refinement  of 
mind,  which  enable  him  to  support  that  load  of  bu^i- 
ness  ;  because  he  knows  that,  when  it  is  finished,  he 
has  pleasure  in  store.  He  is  married  to  a  very 
amiable  and  beautiful  woman,  by  whom  he  has  four 
fine  children.  He  says  that,  when  he  thinks  it  is 
for  them,  all  toil  is  easy,  and  all  labour  light. 
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The  intimate  knowledge  I  have  of  Mr.  Sidney 
has  taught  me,  that  refinement  and  deh'cacy  of  mind, 
when  kept  within  pi'oper  bounds,  contribute  to  hap- 
piness ;  and  that  their  natural  effect,  instead  of  pro- 
ducing uneasiness  and  chagrin,  is  to  add  to  the  en- 
joyments of  life.  In  comparing  the  two  characters 
of  Fleetwood  and  Sidney,  which  nature  seems  to 
have  cast  in  the  same  mould,  I  have  been  struck 
with  the  fatal  consequences  to  Fleetwood,  of  indulg- 
ing his  spleen  at  those  little  rubs  in  life,  which  a 
juster  sense  of  human  imperfection  would  make 
him  consider  equally  unavoidable,  and  to  be  re- 
garded with  the  same  indifference  as  a  rainy  day, 
a  dusty  road,  or  any  the  like  trifling  inconvenience. 
There  is  nothing  so  inconsiderable  which  may  not 
become  of  importance,  when  made  an  object  of  seri- 
ous attention.  Sidney  never  repines  like  Fleetwood  ; 
and  as  he  is  much  more  respected,  so  he  has  much 
more  real  happiness  than  either  Morley  or  Dacres. 
Fleetwood's  weaknesses  are  amiable  ;  and,  though 
we  pity,  we  must  love  him  ;  but  thei'e  is  a  compla- 
cent dignity  in  tlie  character  of  Sidney,  which  ex- 
cites at  once  our  love,  respect,  and  admiration. 
A 
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The  following  paper  was  lately  received  from  a 
correspondent,  who  accompanied  it  with  a  promise 
of  carrying  his  idea  through  some  of  the  other  fine 
arts.     I  have  since  been   endeavouring  to  make  it 
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a  little  less  technical,  in  order  to  fit  it  more  for  gen- 
eral perusal ;  but,  finding  I  could  not  accomplish  this, 
without  hurting  the  illustrations  of  the  writer,  I  have 
given  it  to  my  readers  in  the  terms  in  which  I  re- 
ceived it. 

The  perceptions  of  different  men,  arising  from 
the  impressions  of  the  same  object,  are  very  often 
different.  Of  these  we  always  suppose  one  to  be 
just  and  true  ;  all  the  others  to  be  false.  But  which 
is  the  true,  and  which  the  false,  we  are  often  at  a 
loss  to  determine  ;  as  the  poet  has  said, 

'T  is  with  our  judgments  as  onr  watches,  none 

Go  just  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own.  Pope. 

With  regard  to  our  external  senses,  this  diversity 
of  feeling,  as  far  as  it  occurs,  is  of  little  consequence  ; 
but  the  truth  of  perception,  in  our  internal  senses, 
employed  in  morals  and  criticism,  is  more  interesting 
and  important. 

In  the  judgments  we  form  concerning  the  beauty 
and  excellency  of  the  several  imitative  arts,  tliis 
difference  of  feeling  is  very  conspicuous ;  and  't  is 
difficult  to  say  why  each  man  may  not  believe  his 
own,  or  how  a  standard  may  be  established,  by 
which  the  truth  of  different  judgments  may  be  com- 
pared and  tried.  Whether  there  is,  or  is  not,  a 
standard  of  taste,  I  shall  not  attempt  to  determine  ; 
but  there  is  a  question  connected  with  that,  which, 
properly  answered,  may  have  some  effect  in  the  de- 
cision;  whether  in  the  imitative  arts,  a  person  exer- 
cised in  the  practice  of  the  art,  or  in  the  frequent  con- 
templation of  its  productions,  be  better  qualified  to 
judge  of  these,  than  a  person  who  only  feels  the  direct 
and  immediate  effects  of  it  ?  In  the  words  of  an 
ancient  critic,  An  docti,  qui  rationem  operis  intelli- 
gunt,  an  qui  voluftatem  tantiiyn  percipiunt,  optime  di- 
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judicant'?  or,  as  I  may  express  it  in  English,  Whether 
the  artist  or  connoisseur  have  any  advantage  over 
other  persons  of  common  sense  or  common  feeling? 

This  question  shall  be  considered  at  present  with 
regard  to  one  art  only,  to  wit,  that  of  painting  ;  but 
some  of  the  principles  which  I  shall  endeavour  to 
illustrate,  will  have  a  general  tendency  to  establish 
a  decision  in  all.  In  the  first  place,  it  is  proper  to 
mention  the  chief  sources  of  the  pleasure  we  receive 
in  viewing  pictures.  One  arises  from  the  percep- 
tion of  imitation,  however  produced  ;  a  second,  from 
the  art  displayed  in  producing  such  imitation  ;  and 
a  third,  from  the  beauty,  grace,  agreeableness,  and 
propriety  of  the  object  imitated.  These  may  all 
occur  in  the  imitation  of  one  single  object  ;  but  a 
much  higher  pleasure  arises  from  several  objects 
combined  together  in  such  a  manner,  that  while 
each  of  them  singly  affords  the  several  sources  of 
pleasure  already  mentioned,  they  all  unite  in  pro- 
ducing one  effect,  one  particular  emotion  in  the 
spectator,  and  an  impression  much  stronger  than 
could  have  been  raised  by  one  object  alone. 

These  seem  to  be  the  chief  sources  of  the  pleas- 
ure we  receive  from  pictures ;  and,  with  regard  to 
the  true  and  accurate  perceptions  of  each,  let  us 
consider  who  is  most  likely  to  form  them,  the  painter 
and  connoisseur,  or  the  inexperienced  spectator. 

In  viewing  imitation,  we  are  more  or  less  pleased 
according  to  the  degree  of  exactness  with  which  the 
object  is  expressed ;  and,  supposing  the  object  to  be 
a  common  one,  it  might  be  imagined,  that  every 
person  would  be  equally  a  judge  of  the  exactness 
of  the  imitation  ;  but,  in  truth,  it  is  otherwise.  Our 
recollection  of  an  object  does  not  depend  upon  any 
secret  remembrance  of  the  several  parts  of  which  it 
consists,  of  the  exact  position  of  these,  or  of  the  di- 
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mensions  of  the  whole.  A  very  inaccurate  resem- 
blance serves  the  purpose  of  memory,  and  will  often 
pass  with  us  for  a  true  representation,  even  of  the 
subjects  that  we  fancy  ourselves  very  well  acquainted 
with. 

The  self-applause  of  Zeuxis  was  not  well  founded 
when  he  valued  himself  on  having  painted  grapes, 
that  so  far  deceived  the  birds  as  to  bring  them  to 
peck  at  his  picture.  Birds  are  no  judges  of  an 
accurate  resemblance,  when  they  often  mistake  a 
scare-crow  for  a  man.  Nor  had  Parrhasius  much 
reason  to  boast  of  his  deceiving  even  Zeuxis,  who, 
viewing  it  hastily,  and  from  a  distance,  mistook  the 
picture  of  a  linen  cloth  for  a  real  one.  It  always 
requires  study  to  perceive  the  exactness  of  limita- 
tion ;  and  most  persons  may  find,  by  daily  experi- 
ence, that,  when  they  would  examine  the  accuracy 
of  any  representation,  they  can  hardly  do  it  properly, 
but  by  bringing  together  the  picture  and  its  arche- 
type, so  that  they  may  quickly  pass  from  the  one 
to  the  other,  and  thereby  compare  the  form,  size, 
and  proportions  of  all  the  different  parts.  Without 
such  study  of  objects  as  the  painter  employs,  to  imi- 
tate them,  or  the  connoisseur  employs  in  comparing 
them  with  their  imitations,  there  is  no  person  can 
be  a  judge  of  the  exactness  of  the  representation. 
The  painters,  therefore,  or  the  connoissieurs,  are  the 
persons  who  will  best  perceive  the  truth  of  imitation, 
and  best  judge  of  its  merit.  It  is  true,  some  persons 
may  be  acquainted  with  certain  objects,  even  better 
than  the  painters  themselves,  as  the  shoemaker  was 
with  the  shoe  in  the  picture  of  Apelles ;  but  most 
persons,  like  the  same  shoemaker,  are  unfit  to  ex- 
tend their  judgment  beyond  their  last ;  and  must, 
in  other  parts,  yield  to  the  more  general  knowledge 
of  the  painter. 
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As  we  are,  in  the  first  place,  pleased  with  viewing 
imitation  ;  so  we  are,  in  the  second  place,  with  con- 
sidering the  art  by  which  the  imitation  is  performed. 
Tlie  pleasure  we  derive  from  this,  is  in  proportion 
to  the  difficulty  we  apprehend  in  the  execution,  and 
the  degree  of  genius  necessary  to  the  performance 
of  it.  But  this  difficulty  and  the  degree  of  genius 
exerted  in  surmounting  it,  can  only  be  well  known 
to  the  persons  exercised  in  the  practice  of  the  art. 

When  a  person  has  acquired  an  exact  idea  of  an 
object,  there  is  still  a  great  difficulty  in  expressing 
that  correctly  upon  his  canvas.  With  regard  to 
objects  of  a  steady  figure,  they  may  perhaps  be 
imitated  by  an  ordinary  artist :  but  transient  objects, 
of  a  momentary  appearance,  require  still  a  nicer 
hand.  To  catch  the  more  delicate  expressions  of 
the  human  soul,  requires  an  art  of  which  few  are 
possessed,  and  none  can  sufficiently  admire,  but 
those  who  have  themselves  attempted  it.  These  are 
the  difficulties  of  painting,  in  forming  even  a  correct 
outline ;  and  the  painter  has  yet  more  to  struggle 
with.  To  represent  a  solid  upon  a  plane  surface,  by 
the  position  and  size  of  the  several  parts  ;  to  be 
exact  in  perspective ;  by  these,  and  by  tlie  distribu- 
tion of  light  and  shade,  to  make  every  figure  stand 
out  from  the  canvas  ;  and  lastly,  by  natural  and 
glowing  colours  to  animate  and  give  life  to  the  whole  : 
these  are  parts  of  the  painter's  art,  from  which 
chiefly  the  pleasure  of  the  spectator,  arising  from 
his  consciousness  of  the  imitation,  is  derived  ;  but, 
at  the  same  time,  such  as  the  uninformed  spectator 
has  but  an  imperfect  notion  of,  and,  therefore,  must 
feel  an  inferior  degree  of  pleasure  in  contemplating. 

The  next  source  of  the  pleasures  derived  from 
painting,  above  taken  notice  of,  is  that  arising  from 
the  beauty,  the  grace,  the   elegance  of  the   objects 
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imitated.  When  a  painter  is  happy  enough  to  make 
such  a  choice,  he  does  it  by  a  constitutional  taste 
that  may  be  common  to  all.  Raphael  could  not 
learn  it  from  his  master,  Pietro  Perugino  ;  Rubens, 
though  conversant  with  the  best  models  of  antiquity, 
could  never  acquire  it.  In  judging,  therefore,  of 
this  part  of  painting,  the  artist  has  scarcely  any 
advantage  above  the  common  spectator.  But  it  is 
to  be  observed,  that  a  person  of  the  finest  natural 
taste  cannot  become  suddenly  an  elegans  formarum 
spectator,  an  expression  which  it  is  scarce  possible 
to  translate.  It  is  only  by  comparison  that  we 
arrive  at  the  knowledge  of  what  is  most  perfect  in 
its  kind.  The  Madonas  of  Cixrlo  Maratt  appear 
exquisitely  beautiful ;  and  it  is  only  when  we  see 
those  of  Rapliael  that  we  discern  their  imperfections. 
A  person  may  even  be  sensible  of  the  impeifections 
of  forms ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  may  find  it  impos- 
sible to  conceive,  with  precision,  an  idea  of  the  most 
perfect.  Thus  Raphael  could  not  form  an  idea  of 
the  Divine  Majesty,  till  he  saw  it  so  forcibly  ex- 
pressed in  the  paintings  of  Michael  Angelo.  As 
our  judgment,  therefore,  of  beauty,  grace,  and  ele- 
gance, though  founded  in  perception,  becomes  accu- 
rate only  by  comparison  and  experience,  so  the 
painter,  exercised  in  the  contemplation  of  forms, 
is  likely  to  be  a  better  judge  of  beauty  than  any 
person  less  experienced. 

The  last  and  most  considerable  pleasure  received 
from  painting,  is  that  arising  from  composition. 
This  is  properly  distinguished  into  two  kinds,  the 
picturesque  and  the  poetical.  To  the  first  belongs 
the  distribution  of  the  several  figures,  so  that  they 
may  all  be  united  and  conspire  in  one  single  effect : 
while  each  is  so  placed,  as  to  present  itself  in  propor- 
tion to  its  importance  in  the  action  represented.  To 
this    also  belongs  the  diversifying  and    contrasting 
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the  attitudes  of  different  figures,  as  well  as  the 
several  members  of  each.  Above  all,  the  pictu- 
resque composition  has  belonging  to  it  the  distribu- 
tion of  light  and  shade,  while  every  single  figure  has 
its  proper  share  of  each.  One  mass  of  light,  and 
its  proportionable  shade,  should  unite  the  whole 
piece,  and  make  every  part  of  it  conspire  in  one 
single  effect.  To  this  also  belongs  the  harmony,  as 
well  as  the  contrast  of  colours.  Now,  in  all  this 
ordonnance  picturesque,  there  appears  an  exquisite 
art  only  to  be  acquired  by  custom,  and  habit ;  and 
of  the  merit  of  the  execution  no  person  can  be  a 
judge  but  one  who  has  been  in  some  measure  in 
the  practice  of  it.  It  is  enough  to  say  that,  hardly 
anybody  will  doubt,  that  Paulo  Veronese  was  a 
better  judge  of  the  disposition  of  figures  than 
Michael  Angelo ;  and  that  Caravaggio  was  a  better 
judge  of  the  distribution  of  light  and  shade  than 
Raphael ;  so,  in  some  measure,  every  painter,  in 
proportion  to  his  knowledge,  must  be  a  better  judge 
of  the  merit  of  picturesque  composition,  than  any 
person  who  judges  from  the  effects  only. 

With  regard  to  poetical  composition,  it  compre- 
hends the  choice  of  the  action  to  be  represented, 
and  of  the  point  of  time  at  which  the  persons  are 
to  be  introduced,  the  invention  of  circumstances  to 
be  employed,  the  expression  to  be  given  to  every 
actor  ;  and,  lastly,  the  observance  of  the  costume, 
that  is,  giving  to  each  person  an  air  suitable  to  his 
rank,  representing  tlie  complexion  and  features  that 
express  his  temperament,  his  age,  and  the  climate 
of  his  country,  and  dressing  him  in  the  habit  of  the 
time,  in  wliich  lie  lived,  and  of  the  nation  to  which 
he  belonged. 

From  tliis  enumeration  of  the  several  considera- 
tions that  employ  the  history-painter,  it  will  imme- 
diately appear,  why  this  department  of  painting  is 
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called  poetical  composition  ;  for  here,  in  truth,  it  is 
the  imagination  of  a  poet  that  employs  the  hand  of 
a  painter.  This  imagination  is  nowise  necessarily 
connected  with  the  imitative  hand.  Lucas,  of  Ley- 
den,  painted  more  correctly,  that  is,  imitated  more 
exactly,  than  Salvator  Rosa ;  but  the  former  did  not 
choose  subjects  of  so  much  grace  and  dignity,  nor 
compose  with  so  much  force  and  spirit,  because  he 
was  not  a  poet  like  the  latter.  Salvator  Rosa  has 
given  us  elegant  verses  full  of  picturesque  descrip- 
tion ;  and,  in  every  one  of  his  pictures,  he  strikes 
us  by  those  circumstances  which  his  poetical  imagi- 
nation had  suggested.  Now  it  is  plain,  that  a  poeti- 
cal imagination  must  be  derived  from  nature,  and 
can  arise  neither  from  the  practice  of  painting,  nor 
even  from  the  study  of  pictures.  The  painter  there- 
fore, and  even  the  connoisseur,  in  judging  of  the 
merit  of  poetical  composition,  can  have  little  advan- 
tage above  other  spectators ;  but  even  here  it  must 
be  allowed,  that  if  the  painter  has  an  equal  degree 
of  taste,  he  must,  from  the  more  frequent  exercise 
of  it,  have  great  advantages  in  judging  above  any 
other  person  less  experienced. 

I  have  thus  endeavoured  to  show,  that,  in  judging 
of  painting,  the  painter  himself  and  even  the  con- 
noisseur, much  engaged  and  exercised  in  the  study 
of  pictures,  that  is,  ilU  qui  rationem  operis  intelligunt, 
have  advantages  above  the  common  spectators,  qui 
voluptateni  tantum  percipiunt.  But,  as  a  caution 
to  the  former,  it  may  not  be  improper  to  conclude 
with  observing,  that  the  painter  and  connoisseur  are 
often  in  danger  of  having  their  sensibility  deadened, 
or  their  natural  taste  corrupted,  by  a  knowledge  of 
the  technical  minutia3  of  the  art,  so  far  as  to  throw 
the  balance  towards  the  side  of  the  common  spec- 
tator. 
D 
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As  I  walked  one  evening,  about  a  fortnight  ago, 
through  St.  Andrew's  Stpare,  I  observed  a  girl, 
meanly  dressed,  coming  along  the  pavement  at  a 
slow  pace.  When  I  passed  her,  she  turned  a  little 
towards  me,  and  made  a  sort  of  halt ;  but  said 
nothing.  I  am  ill  at  looking  anybody  full  in  the 
face  ;  so  I  went  on  a  few  steps  before  I  turned  my 
eye  to  observe  her.  She  had,  by  this  time,  resumed 
her  former  pace.  I  remarked  a  certain  elegance  in 
her  form,  which  the  poorness  of  her  garb  could  not 
altogether  overcome  ;  her  person  was  thin  and  gen- 
teel, and  there  was  something  not  ungraceful  in  the 
stoop  of  her  head,  and  the  seeming  feebleness  with 
which  she  walked.  I  could  not  resist  the  desire 
which  her  appearance  gave  me,  of  knowing  some- 
what of  her  situation  and  circumstances ;  I  there- 
fore walked  back,  and  repassed  her  with  such  a  look, 
for  I  could  bring  myself  to  nothing  more,  as  might 
induce  her  to  speak,  what  she  seemed  desirous  to 
say  at  first.  This  had  the  effect  I  wished.  —  "  Pity 
a  poor  orphan  !  "  said  she,  in  a  voice  tremulous  and 
weak.  I  stopped,  and  put  my  hand  in  my  pocket ; 
I  had  now  a  better  opportunity  of  observing  her. 
Her  face  was  thin  and  pale  ;  part  of  it  was  shaded 
by  her  hair,  of  a  light  brown  coloui*,  which  was 
parted,  in  a  disordered  manner,  at  her  forehead,  and 
hung  loose  upon  her  shoulders  ;  round  them  was  cast 
a  piece  of  tattei'ed  cloak,  which,  with  one  hand,  she 
held  across  her  bosom,  while  the  other  was  half  out- 
stretched to  receive  the  bounty  I  intended  for  her. 
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Her  large  blue  eyes  were  cast  on  the  ground ;  she 
was  drawing  back  her  hand  as  I  put  a  trifle  into  it ; 
on  receiving  which  she  turned  them  up  to  me,  mut- 
tered something  whicli  I  could  not  hear,  and  then, 
letting  go  her  cloak,  and  pressing  her  hands  together, 
burst  into  tears. 

It  was  not  the  action  of  an  ordinary  beggar,  and 
my  curiosity  was  strongly  excited  by  it.  I  desired 
her  to  follow  me  to  the  house  of  a  friend  hard  by, 
whose  beneficence  I  have  often  had  occasion  to  know. 
When  she  arrived  there,  she  was  to  fatigued  and 
worn  out,  that  it  was  not  till  after  some  means  used 
to  restore  her,  that  she  was  able  to  give  us  an  ac- 
count of  her  misfortunes. 

Her  name,  she  told  us,  was  Collins ;  the  place  of 
her  birth  one  of  the  northern  counties  of  England. 
Her  father,  who  had  died  several  years  ago,  left  her 
remaining  parent  with  the  charge  of  her,  then  a 
child,  and  one  brother,  a  lad  of  seventeen.  By  his 
industry,  however,  joined  to  that  of  her  mother,  they 
were  tolerably  supported,  their  father  having  died, 
possessed  of  a  small  farm,  with  the  right  of  pastur- 
age on  an  adjoining  common,  from  which  they 
obtained  a  decent  livelihood  ;  that,  last  summer,  her 
brother  having  become  acquainted  with  a  recruiting 
sergeant,  who  was  quartered  in  a  neighbouring 
village,  was  by  him  enticed  to  enlist  as  a  soldier, 
and  soon  after  was  marched  off,  along  with  some 
other  recruits,  to  join  his  regiment ;  that  this,  she 
believed,  broke  her  mother's  heart ;  for  that  she  had 
never  afterwards  had  a  day's  health,  and  at  length, 
had  died  about  three  weeks  ago ;  that,  immediately 
after  her  death,  the  steward  employed  by  the  'squire 
of  whom  their  farm  was  held,  took  possession  of 
every  thing  for  the  arrears  of  their  rent;  that,  as 
she  had  heard  her  brother's  regiment  was  in  Scot- 
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land  when  he  enhsted,  she  had  wandered  hither  in 
quest  of  him,  as  she  had  no  other  relation  in  the 
world  to  own  her  !  But  she  found,  on  arriving  here, 
that  the  regiment  had  been  embarked  several  months 
before,  and  was  gone  a  great  way  off,  she  could  not 
tell  whither. 

"  This  news,"  said  she,  "  laid  hold  of  my  heart ;  and 
I  have  had  something  wrong  here,"  putting  her 
hand  to  her  bosom,  "  ever  since.  I  got  a  bed  and 
some  victuals  in  the  house  of  a  woman  here  in  town, 
to  whom  I  told  my  story,  and  who  seemed  to  pity 
me.  I  had  then  a  little  bundle  of  things,  which  I 
had  been  allowed  to  take  with  me  after  my  mother's 
death  ;  but  the  night  before  last,  somebody  stole  it 
from  me  while  I  slept ;  and  so  the  woman  said  she 
would  keep  me  no  longer,  and  turned  me  out  into 
the  street,  where  I  have  since  remained,  and  am 
almost  famished  for  want." 

She  was  now  in  better  hands  ;  but  our  assistance 
had  come  too  late.  A  frame,  naturally  delicate,  had 
yielded  to  the  fatigues  of  her  journey,  and  the  hard- 
ships of  her  situation.  She  declined  by  slow,  but 
uninterrupted  degrees,  and  yesterday  breathed  her 
last.  A  short  while  before  she  expired,  she  asked 
to  see  me  ;  and  taking  from  her  bosom  a  little  silver 
locket,  whicli  she  told  me  had  been  her  mother's, 
and  which  all  her  distresses  could  not  make  her 
part  with,  begged  I  would  keep  it  for  her  dear 
brother,  and  give  it  him,  if  ever  he  should  return 
home,  as  a  token  of  her  remembrance. 

I  felt  this  poor  girl's  fate  strongly ;  but  I  tell  not 
her  story  merely  to  indulge  my  feelings  ;  I  would 
make  the  i-etlections  it  may  excite  in  my  readers, 
useful  to  others  who  may  sutler  from  similar  causes. 
There  are  many,  I  fear,  from  whom  their  country 
has  called  brothers,  sons,  or  fathers,  to  bleed  in  her 
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service  forlorn,  like  poor  Nancy  Collins,  with  "  no 
relation  in  the  world  to  own  them."  Their  suffer- 
ings are  often  unknown,  when  they  are  such  as 
most  demand  compassion.  The  mind  that  cannot 
obtrude  its  distresses  on  the  ear  of  pity,  is  formed 
to  feel  their  poignancy  the  deepest. 

In  our  idea  of  military  operations,  we  are  too  apt 
to  forget  the  misfortunes  of  the  people.  In  defeat, 
we  think  of  the  fall,  and  in  victory,  of  the  glory  of 
commanders  ;  we  seldom  allow  ourselves  to  con- 
sider how  many,  in  a  lower  rank,  both  events  make 
wretched ;  how  many,  amidst  the  acclamations  of 
national  triumph,  are  left  to  the  helpless  misery  of 
the  widowed  and  the  orphan,  and,  while  victory 
celebrates  her  festival,  feel,  in  their  distant  hovels, 
the  extremities  of  want  and  wretchedness  ! 

It  was  with  pleasure  I  saw,  among  the  resolutions 
of  a  late  patriotic  assembly  in  this  city,  an  agree- 
ment to  assist  the  poor  families  of  our  absent  .soldiers 
and  seamen.  With  no  less  satisfaction  I  read  in 
some  late  newspapers,  a  benevolent  advertisement 
for  a  meeting  of  gentlemen,  to  consider  of  a  sub- 
scription for  the  same  purpose.  At  this  season  of 
general  and  laudable  exertion,  I  am  persuaded  such 
a  scheme  cannot  fail  of  patronage  and  success.  The 
benevolence  of  this  country  requires  not  argument 
to  awaken  it ;  yet  the  pleasures  of  its  exertion  must 
be  increased  by  the  thought,  that  pity  to  such  objects 
is  patriotism ;  that,  here,  private  compassion  be- 
comes public  virtue.  Bounties  for  the  encourage- 
ment of  recruits  to  our  fleets  and  armies,  are  highly 
meritorious  donations.  These,  however,  may  some- 
times bribe  the  covetous,  and  allure  the  needy ;  but 
that  charity,  wiiich  gives  support  and  protection  to 
the  families  they  leave  behind,  addresses  more  gen- 
erous feelings ;  feelings  which    have   always  been 
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held  congenial  to  bravery  and  heroism.  It  endearti 
to  them  that  home  which  their  swords  are  to  defend, 
and  strengthens  those  ties  which  should  ever  bind 
the  soldier  of  a  free  state  to  his  country. 

Nor  will  such  a  provision  be  of  less  advantage  to 
posterity  than  to  the  present  times.  It  will  save  to 
the  state  many  useful  subjects  which  those  families 
thus  supported  may  produce,  whose  lives  have  for- 
merly been  often  nurtured  by  penury  to  vice,  and 
rendered  not  only  useless,  but  baneful  to  the  com- 
munity ;  that  community  which,  under  a  more  kindly 
influence,  they  might,  like  their  fathers,  have  en- 
riched by  their  industry,  and  protected  by  their 
valour. 
Z 
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Though  the  following  letter  has  been  pretty 
much  anticipated  by  a  former  paper,  .yet  it  pos- 
sesses too  much  merit  to  be  refused  insertion. 

"  TO    THE   AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIK, 

"  Activity  is  one  of  those  virtues  indispensably  re- 
quisite for  the  happiness  and  welfare  of  mankind, 
which  nature  appears  to  have  distributed  to  them 
with  a  parsimonious  hand.  All  men  seem  naturally 
averse,  not  only  to  those  exei'tions  that  sharpen  and 
improve  the  mental  powers,  but  even  to  such  as 
are  necessary  for  maintaining  the  health,  or  strength- 
ening the  organs  of  the  body.     Whatever  industry 
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and  enterprise  the  species  have  at  any  time  dis- 
played, originated  in  the  bosom  of  pain,  of  want,  or 
of  necessity ;  or,  in  the  absence  of  these  causes, 
from  the  experience  of  that  listlessness  and  languor 
which  attend  a  state  of  total  inaction.  But  with 
how  great  a  number  does  this  experience  lead  to  no 
higher  object  than  the  care  of  external  appearances, 
or  to  the  prostitution  of  their  time  in  trivial  pur 
suits,  or  in  licentious  pleasures  ?  The  surest,  the 
most  permanent  remedy,  and,  in  the  end  too,  the 
most  delightful,  which  is  to  be  found  in  unremitted 
study,  or  in  the  labours  of  a  profession,  is,  unhap- 
pily, the  last  we  recur  to.  Of  all  who  have  risen 
to  eminence  in  the  paths  of  literature  or  ambition, 
how  few  are  thei-e  who  at  first  enjoyed  the  means 
of  pleasure,  or  the  liberty  of  being  idle  ?  and  how 
many  could  every  one  enumerate  within  the  circle 
of  his  acquaintance,  possessed  of  excellent  abilities, 
and  even  anxious  for  reputation,  whom  the  fatal  in- 
heritance of  a  bare  competency  has  doomed  to  ob- 
scurity through  life,  and  quiet  oblivion  when  dead? 
"  Let  no  man  confide  entirely  in  his  resolutions 
of  activity,  in  his  love  of  fame,  or  in  his  taste  for 
literature.  All  these  principles,  even  where  they 
are  strongest,  unless  supported  by  habits  of  industry, 
and  roused  by  the  immediate  presence  of  some  great 
object  to  which  their  exertion  leads,  gradually  lose, 
and  at  last  resign,  their  influence.  The  smallest 
particle  of  natural  indolence,  like  the  principle  of 
gravitation  in  matter,  unless  counterbalanced  by 
continual  impulse  from  some  active  cause,  will  in- 
sensibly lower,  and  at  last  overcome,  the  fiight  of 
the  sublimest  genius.  In  computing  it,  we  ought 
to  recollect,  that  it  is  a  cause  forever  present  with 
us,  in  all  moods,  in  every  disposition ;  and  that, 
from  the  weakness  of  our  nature,  we  are  willing,  at 
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any  rate,  to  relinquish  distant  prospects  of  happi- 
ness and  advantage  for  a  much  smaller  portion  of 
present  indulgence. 

"  I  have  been  led  into  these  reflections  by  a  visit 
which  I  lately  paid  to  my  friend  Mordaunt,  in  whom 
they  are,  unhappily,  too  well  exemplified.  I  have 
known  him  from  his  infancy,  and  always  admired 
the  extent  of  his  genius,  as  much  as  I  respected  the 
integrity  of  his  principles,  or  loved  him  for  the 
warmth  and  benevolence  of  his  heart.  But,  since 
the  time  when  he  began  to  contemplate  his  own 
character,  he  has  often  confessed  to  me,  and  feel- 
ingly complained,  that  nature  had  infused  into  it  a 
large  portion  of  indolence,  and  inclination  to  despon- 
dency, and  a  delicacy  of  feeling,  which  disqualified 
him  for  the  drudgei'y  of  business,  or  the  bustle  of 
public  life.  Frequently,  in  those  tedious  hours, 
when  his  melancholy  claimed  tiie  attendance  and 
support  of  a  friend,  have  I  seen  a  conscious  blush 
of  shame  and  self-reproach  mingle  with  the  secret 
sigh,  extorted  from  him  by  the  sense  of  this  defect. 
His  situation,  however,  as  second  son  of  a  family, 
which,  though  old  and  honourable,  possessed  but  a 
small  fortune,  and  no  interest,  absolutely  required 
that  he  should  adopt  a  profession.  The  law  was  his 
choice  ;  and,  such  is  the  power  of  habit  and  neces- 
sity, that  after  four  years  spent  in  the  study  of  that 
science,  though  at  first  it  had  impaired  his  health, 
and  even  soured  his  temper,  he  was  more  sanguine 
in  his  expectation  of  success,  and  enjoyed  a  more 
constant  flow  of  spirits,  than  I  had  ever  known  him 
to  do  at  any  former  period.  The  law,  unfortunately, 
seldom  bestows  its  honours  or  emoluments  upon  the 
young ;  and  my  friend,  too  reserved,  or  too  indiffer- 
ent, to  court  a  set  of  men  on  whose  good  will  the 
attainment  of  practice,   in    some  degree,   depends, 
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found  himself,  at  the  end  of  two  years'  close  attend- 
ance at  the  bar,  though  high  in  the  esteem  of  all 
that  knew  him  well,  as  poor,  and  as  distant  from 
preferment,  as  wlien  he  first  engaged  in  it.  All  my 
assurances,  that  better  days  would  soon  shine  upon 
him,  and  that  his  present  situation  had,  at  first,  been 
the  lot  of  many  now  raised  to  fame  and  distinction, 
were  insufficient  to  support  him.  A  deep  gloom 
settled  on  his  spirits,  and  he  had  already  resolved 
to  relinquish  this  line  of  life,  though  he  knew  not 
what  other  to  enter  upon,  when  the  death  of  a  dis- 
tant relation  unexpectedly  put  him  in  possession  of 
an  estate,  which,  though  of  small  extent,  was  opu- 
lence to  one  that  wished  for  nothing  more  than  in- 
dependence, and  the  disposal  of  his  own  time. 

"After  many  nseless  remonstrances  upon  my 
part,  he  set  out  for  his  mansion  in  the  country  with 
his  mother,  and  a  nephew  of  eight  years  old,  re- 
solved, as  he  said,  to  engage  immediately  in  some 
work  to  be  laid  before  the  public,  and  having  previ- 
ously given  me  his  word  that  he  would  annually 
dedicate  a  portion  of  his  time  to  the  society  of  his 
friends  in  town.  In  the  course  of  eighteen  months, 
however,  I  did  not  see  him  ;  and  finding  that  his 
letters,  which  had  at  first  been  full  of  his  happiness, 
his  occupations,  and  the  progress  of  his  work,  were 
daily  becoming  shorter,  and  somewhat  mysterious 
on  the  last  two  of  these  points,  I  resolved  to  satisfy 
myself  by  my  own  remarks  with  regard  to  his  situ- 
ation. 

"  I  arrived  in  the  evening,  and  was  shown  into 
the  parlor  ;  where  the  first  objects  that  caught  my 
attention  were  a  fishing-rod  and  two  fowling-pieces 
in  a  corner  of  the  room,  and  a  brace  of  pointers 
stretched  upon  the  hearth.  On  a  table  lay  a  Ger- 
man flute,  some  music,  a  pair  of  shuttlecocks,  and  a 
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volume  of  the  Annual  Register.  Looking  from  the 
window,  I  discovered  my  friend  in  his  waistcoat, 
with  a  spade  in  his  hand,  mo-t  dihgently  cultivating 
a  spot  of  ground  in  the  kitchen-garden.  Our  mu- 
tual joy,  and  congratulations  at  meeting,  it  is  need- 
less to  trouble  you  with.  In  point  of  figure,  I  could 
not  help  remarking,  that  Mordaunt,  though  most 
negligently  apparelled,  was  altered  much  for  the 
better,  being  now  plump,  rosy,  and  robust,  instead 
of  pale  and  slender,  as  formerly.  Before  returning 
to  the  house,  he  insisted  that  I  should  survey  his 
grounds,  which  in  his  own  opinion,  he  said,  he  had 
rendered  a  paradise,  by  modestly  seconding  and 
bringing  forth  the  intentions  of  Nature.  I  was  con- 
ducted to  a  young  grove,  which  he  had  planted  him- 
self, rested  in  a  hut  which  he  had  built,  and  drank 
from  a  rivulet  for  which  he  had  tracked  a  channel 
with  his  own  hands.  During  the  course  of  this 
walk,  we  were  attended  by  a  flock  of  tame  pigeons, 
which  he  fed  with  grain  from  his  pocket,  and  had 
much  conversation  with  a  ragged  family  of  little 
boys  and  girls,  all  of  whom  seemed  to  be  his  inti- 
mate acquaintance.  Near  a  village  in  our  way 
homewards,  we  met  a  set  of  countrymen  engaged  at 
cricket,  and  soon  after  a  marriage  company,  dancing 
the  bride's  dance  upon  the  green.  My  friend,  with 
a  degree  of  gayety  and  alacrity  which  I  had  never 
before  seen  him  display,  not  only  engaged  himself, 
but  compelled  me  likewise  to  engage,  in  the  exercise 
of  the  one,  and  the  merriment  of  the  other.  In  a 
field  befo're  his  door,  an  old  horse,  blind  of  one  eye, 
came  up  to  us  at  his  call,  and  ate  the  remainder  of 
the  grain  from  his  hand. 

"Our  conversation  for  that  evening,  relating 
chiefly  to  the  situation  of  our  common  friends,  the 
memory  of  former  scenes  in   which  we  had  both 
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been  engaged,  and  other  such  subjects  as  friends 
naturally  converse  about  after  a  long  absence, 
afforded  me  little  opportunity  of  satisfying  my  curi- 
osity. Next  morning  I  arose  at  my  wonted  early 
hour,  and,  stepping  into  his  study,  found  it  unoccu- 
pied. Upon  examining  a  heap  of  books  and  papers 
that  lay  confusedly  mingled  on  the  table  and  the 
floor,  I  was  surprised  to  find,  that  by  much  the 
greater  part  of  them,  instead  of  politics,  metaphysics, 
and  morals,  the  sciences  connected  with  his  scheme 
of  writing,  treated  of  Belles-Lettres,  or  were  calcu- 
lated merely  for  amusement.  The  Tale  of  a  Tub  lay 
open  on  the  table,  and  seemed  to  have  concluded 
the  studies  of  the  day  before.  The  Letters  of  Ju- 
nius, Brydon's  Travels,  The  World,  Tristram  Shan- 
dy, and  two  or  three  volumes  of  The  British  Poets, 
much  used,  and  very  dirty,  lay  scattered  above  a 
heap  of  quartos,  which,  after  blowing  the  dust  from 
them,  I  found  to  be  an  Essay  on  the  Wealth  of  Na- 
tions, Helvetius  de  I'Esprit,  Hume's  Essays,  The 
Spirit  of  the  Laws,  Bayle,  and  a  commonplace 
book.  The  last  contained  a  great  deal  of  paper,  and 
an  excellent  arrangement,  under  the  heads  of 
which,  excepting  those  of  anecdote  and  criticism, 
hardly  any  thing  was  collected.  The  papers  in  his 
own  handwriting  were,  a  parallel  between  Mr. 
Gray's  Elegy,  and  Parnell's  Night-Piece  on  Death  ; 
some  detached  thoughts  on  propriety  of  conduct  and 
behaviour ;  a  Fairy  Tale  in  verse ;  and  several 
letters  to  the  author  of  The  Mirror,  all  of  them 
blotted  and  unfinished.  There  were,  besides,  a 
journal  of  his  occupations  for  several  weeks,  from 
which,  as  it  atibrds  a  picture  of  his  situation,  I 
transcribe  a  part. 

'  Thursday,  eleven  at  night,  went  to  bed  :  Ordered 
my  servant  to  wake  me  at  six,  resolving  to  be  busy 
all  next  day. 
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'  Friday  morning :  Waked  at  a  quarter  before  six, 
fell  asleep  again,  and  did  not  wake  till  eight. 

'  Till  nine,  read  the  first  act  of  Voltaire's  Ma- 
homet, as  it  was  too  late  to  begin  serious  business. 

'  Ten  :  Having  swallowed  a  short  breakfast,  went 
out  for  a  moment  in  my  slippers.  —  The  wind  having 
left  the  east,  am  engaged,  by  the  beauty  of  the  day, 
to  continue  my  walk.  —  Find  a  situation  by  the  river 
where  the  sound  of  my  flute  produced  a  very  singu- 
lar and  beautiful  echo  —  make  a  stanza  and  a  half 
by  way  of  address  to  it  —  visit  the  shepherd  lying  ill 
of  a  low  fever  —  find  him  somewhat  better  (Mem.  to 
send  him  some  wine)  —  meet  the  parson,  and  cannot 
avoid  asking  him  to  dinner  —  returning  home  find 
my  reapers  at  work  —  superintend  them  in  the  ab- 
sence of  John,  whom  I  send  to  inform  the  house  of 
the  parson's  visit  —  read,  in  the  mean  time,  part  of 
Thomson's  Seasons,  which  I  had  with  me.  —  From 
one  to  six,  plagued  with  the  parson's  news  and 
stoi'ies  —  take  up  Mahomet  to  put  me  in  good  hu- 
mour—  finish  it,  the  time  allotted  for  serious  study 
being  elapsed  —  at  eight,  applied  to  for  advice  by  a 
poor  countryman,  who  had  been  oppressed  —  cannot 
say  as  to  the  law  ;  give  him  some  money —  walk  out 
at  sunset,  to  consider  the  causes  of  the  pleasure 
arising  from  it  —  at  nine  sup,  and  sit  till  eleven,  hear- 
ing my  nephew  read,  and  conversing  with  my  mother, 
who  was  remarkably  well  and  cheerful  —  goto  bed. 

'  Saturday:  Some  company  arrived  —  to  be  filled 
up  to-morrow  —  (for  that  and  the  two  succeeding 
days,  there  was  no  further  entry  in  the  journal). — 
Tuesday,  waked  at  seven;  but,  the  weather  being 
rainy,  and  threatening  to  confine  me  all  day,  lay  till 
after  nine.  —  Ten,  breakfasted  and  read  the  news- 
papers—  very  dull  and  drowsy.  —  Eleven,  day  clears 
up,  and  I  resolve  on  a  short  ride  to  clear  my  head.' 
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"  A  few  days'  residence  with  him  showed* me  that 
his  life  was  in  reaUty,  as  it  is  here  represented,  a 
medley  of  feeble  exertions,  indolent  pleasures,  secret 
benevolence,  and  broken  resolutions.  Nor  did  he 
pretend  to  conceal  from  me,  that  his  activity  was 
not  now  so  constant  as  it  had  been  ;  but  he  insisted 
that  he  still  could,  when  he  thought  proper,  apply 
witli  his  former  vigour,  and  flattered  himself,  that 
these  frequent  deviations  from  his  plan  of  em[)loy- 
ment,  wliich,  in  reaUty,  were  the  fruit  of  indolence 
and  weakness,  arose  from  reason  and  conviction. 
'  After  all,'  said  he  to  me  one  day,  when  I  was  en- 
deavouring to  undeceive  him,  'after  all,  granting 
what  }ou  allege,  if  I  be  happy,  and  I  really  am  so, 
what  more  could  activity,  fame,  or  preferment 
bestow  upon  me  ?  '  —  After  a  stay  of  some  weeks,  I 
departed,  convinced  that  his  malady  was  past  a  cure, 
and  lamenting  that  so  much  real  excellence  and 
ability  should  be  thus,  in  a  great  measure,  lost  to 
the  world,  as  well  as  to  their  possessor,  by  the  at- 
tendance of  a  single  fault. 

"  I  am.  Sir,  yours,  &c. 


No.  51.     TUESDAY,  JULY  20,  1779. 


"  TO    THE   AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  MR.    MIKEOR. 

"  I  AM  the  daughter  of  a  gentleman  of  easy, 
though  moderate  fortune.  My  mother  died  a  few 
weeks  after  I  was  born  ;  and  before  I  could  be  sen- 
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sible  of  the  loss,  a  sister  of  her's,  the  widow  of  an 
Enghsh  f>;entleman,  carried  me  to  London,  where 
she  resided.  As  my  aunt  had  no  children,  I  be- 
came the  chief  object  of  her  affections  ;  and  her  fa- 
vourite amusement  consisted  in  superintending  my 
education.  As  I  grew  up,  I  was  attended  by  the 
best  masters ;  and  every  new  accomplishment  I 
acquired,  gave  fresh  pleasure  to  my  benefactress. 
But  her  own  conversation  tended  more  than  any 
thing  else  to  form  and  to  improve  my  mind.  Well 
acquainted  herself  with  the  best  authors  in  the 
English,  r'rench,  and  Italian  languages,  she  was 
careful  to  put  into  my  hands  such  books  as  were 
be.'^t  calculated  to  cultivate  my  understanding,  and 
to  regulate  my  taste. 

"  But,  though  fond  of  reading  and  retirement,  my 
aunt  thought  it  her  duty  to  mingle  in  society  as 
much  as  her  rank  and  condition  required.  Pier 
house  was  frequented  by  many  persons  of  both 
sexes,  distinguished  for  elegance  of  manners  and 
politeness  of  conversation.  Her  tenderness  made 
her  desirous  to  find  out  companions  for  me  of  ray 
own  age;  and,  far  from  being  dissatisfied  with  our 
youthful  sallies,  she  seemed  never  better  pleased 
than  when  she  could  add  to  our  amusement  and 
happiness. 

"In  this  manner  I  had  passed  my  time,  and  had 
entered  my  seventeenth  year,  when  my  aunt  was 
seized  with  an  indisposition,  which  alarmed  me 
much,  although  her  physicians  assured  me  it  was  by 
no  means  dangerous.  My  fears  increased,  on  ob- 
serving that  she  herself  thought  it  serious.  Her 
tenderness  seemed,  if  possible,  to  increase ;  and, 
though  she  was  desirous  to  conceal  her  apprehen- 
sions, 1  have  sometimes,  when  she  imagined  I  did 
not  observe  it,  found  her   eyes  fixed  on  me  with  a 
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mixture  of  solicitude  and   compassion,  that  never 
failed  to  ovei'power  me. 

"  One  day  she  called  me  into  her  closet,  and, 
after  embracing  me  tenderly,  '  My  dear  Harriet,' 
said  she, '  it  is  in  vain  to  dissemble  longer.  I  feel  my 
strength  decay  so  fast,  that  I  know  we  soon  must 
part.  As  to  myself,  the  approach  of  death  gives 
me  little  uneasiness ;  and  I  thank  Almighty  God 
that  I  can  look  forward  to  that  awful  change  with- 
out dread,  and  without  anxiety.  But  when  I  think, 
my  child,  of  the  condition  in  which  I  shall  leave  you, 
my  heart  swells  with  anguish  !  —  You  know  my  situ- 
ation ;  possessed  of  no  fortune,  the  little  1  have 
saved  from  my  jointure,  will  be  altogether  inade- 
quate to  support  you  in  that  society  in  which  you 
have  hitherto  lived.  When  I  look  back  on  my  con- 
duct towards  you,  I  am  not  sure  that  it  has  been 
altogether  prudent.  I  thought  it  impossible  to 
bestow  too  much  on  your  education,  or  to  render 
you  too  accomplished.  I  fondly  hoped  to  live  to  see 
you  happily  established  in  life,  united  to  a  man  who 
could  discern  your  merit,  who  could  put  a  just  value 
on  all  your  acquirements.  These  hopes  are  at  an  end ; 
all,  however,  that  can  now  be  done  I  have  done.  — 
Here  are  two  papers ;  by  the  one  you  will  succeed 
to  the  little  I  shall  leave  ;  the  other  is  a  letter  to 
)^our  father,  in  which  I  have  recommended  you  in 
the  most  earnest  manner  to  his  protection,  and  en- 
treated him  to  come  to  town  as  soon  as  he  hears  of 
my  death,  and  conduct  you  to  Scotland.  He  is  a 
man  of  virtue  ;  and  I  hope  you  will  live  happily  in 
his  family.  One  only  fear  I  have,  and  that  proceeds 
from  the  extreme  sensibility  of  your  mind,  and  gen- 
tleness of  your  disposition  ;  little  formed  by  nature 
to  struggle  with  the  hardships  and  the  difficulties  of 
life,  perhaps  the  engaging  softness  of  your  temper 
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has  rather  been  increased  by  the  education  you  have 
received.  I  trust,  however,  that  your  good  sense 
will  prevent  you  from  being  hurt  by  any  little  cross 
untoward  accidents  you  may  meet  with,  and  that  it 
will  enable  you  to  make  the  most  of  that  situation 
in  which  it  may  be  the  will  of  Heaven  to  place  you.' 

"  To  all  this  I  could  only  answer  with  my  tears  ; 
and,  during  the  short  time  that  my  aunt  survived, 
she  engrossed  my  attention  so  entirely,  that  I  never 
once  bestowed  a  thought  on  myself.  As  soon  after 
her  death  as  I  could  command  myself  sufficiently,  I 
wrote  to  my  father ;  and,  agreeably  to  my  aunt's 
instruction,  inclosed  her  letter  for  him  ;  in  conse- 
quence of  which  he  came  to  town  in  a  few  weeks. 
Meeting  with  a  father  to  whose  person  I  was  a 
perfect  stranger,  and  on  whom  I  was  ever  after 
entirely  to  depend,  was  to  me  a  most  interesting 
event.  My  aunt  had  taught  me  to  entertain  for  him 
the  highest  reverence  and  respect ;  but,  though  I 
had  been  in  use  to  write,  from  time  to  time,  both  to 
him,  and  to  a  lady  he  had  married  not  long  after 
my  mother's  death,  I  had  never  been  able  to  draw 
either  the  one  or  the  other  into  any  thing  like  a 
regular  correspondence  ;  so  that  I  was  equally  a 
stranger  to  their  sentiments  and  dispositions  as  to 
their  pei'sons. 

"  On  my  father's  arrival,  I  could  not  help  feeling, 
that  he  did  not  return  my  fond  caresses  with  that 
warmth  with  which  I  had  made  my  account ;  and 
afterwards,  it  was  impossible  not  to  remark,  that  he 
was  altogether  deficient  in  those  common  attentions 
which,  in  polite  society,  every  woman  is  accustomed 
to  receive,  even  from  those  with  whom  she  is  most 
nearly  connected.  My  aunt  had  made  it  a  rule  to 
consider  her  domestics  as  humble  friends,  and  to 
treat  them  as  such  ;  but  my  father  addressed  them 
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with  a  roughness  of  voice  and  of  manner  that  dis- 
gusted tliem,  and  was  extremely  unpleasant  to  me. 
I  was  still  more  hurt  with  his  minute  and  anxious 
inquiries  about  the  fortune  my  aunt  had  died  pos- 
sessed of;  and  when  he  found  how  inconsiderable  it 
was,  he  swore  a  great  oath,  that,  if  he  had  thought 
she  was  to  breed  me  a  fine  lady,  and  leave  me  a 
beggar,  I  never  should  have  entered  her  house. 
'  But  don't  cry,  Harriet,'  added  he,  '  it  was  not 
your  fault;  be  a  good  girl,  and  you  shall  never  want 
while  I  have.' 

"  On  our  journey  to  Scotland,  I  sometimes  at- 
tempted to  amuse  my  father  by  engaging  him  in 
conversation  ;  but  I  never  was  lucky  enough  to  hit 
on  any  subject  on  which  he  wished  to  talk.  After 
a  journey,  which  many  circumstances  concurred  to 
render  rather  unpleasant,  we  arrived  at  my  father's 
house.  I  had  been  told  that  it  was  situated  in  a 
remote  part  of  Scotland,  and  thence  I  concluded  the 
scene  around  it  to  be  of  that  wild  romantic  kind,  of 
all  others  the  best  suited  to  my  inclination.  But, 
instead  of  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  water-falls  I  had 
fancied  to  myself,  I  found  an  open,  bleak,  barren 
moor,  covered  with  heath,  except  a  few  patches 
round  the  house,  which  my  father,  by  his  skill  in 
agriculture,  had  brought  to  bear  grass  and  corn. 

"My  mother-in-law,  a  good-looking  woman,  about 
forty,  with  a  countenance  that  bespoke  frankness 
and  good-humour,  rather  than  sensibility  or  delicacy, 
received  me  with  much  kindness  ;  and,  after  giving 

me  a  hearty  welcome  to ,  presented   me  to  her 

two  daughters,  girls  about  fourteen  or  fifteen,  with 
ruddy  complexions,  and  every  appearance  of  liealth 
and  contentment.  We  found  with  them  a  Mr. 
Ploughshare,  a  young  gentleman  of  the  neighbour- 
hood, who,  I  afterwards  learned,   farmed  his  own 
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estate,  and  was  considered  by  my  father  as  tlie  most 
respectable  man  in  the  county.  They  immediately 
got  into  a  dissertation  on  fanning,  and  the  different 
modes  of  agriculture  practised  in  the  different  parts 
of  the  country,  which  continued  almost  without  inter- 
ruption till  some  time  after  dinner,  when  my  father 
fell  fast  asleep.  But  this  made  no  material  alter- 
ation in  the  discourse  ;  for  Mr.  Ploughshare  and 
the  ladies  then  entered  into  a  discussion  of  the  most 
approved  methods  of  feeding  poultry  and  fattening 
pigs,  which  lasted  till  the  evening  was  pretty  far 
advanced.  It  is  now  some  months  since  1  arrived 
at  my  f;ither's  ;  during  all  which  time  I  have  scarcely 
ever  heard  any  other  conversation.  You  may  easily 
conceive,  Sir,  the  figure  I  make  on  such  occasions. 
Though  the  good-nature  of  my  mother-in-law  pre- 
vents her  from  saying  so,  I  can  plainly  perceive  that 
she,  as  well  as  my  sisters,  consider  me  as  one  who 
has  been  extremely  ill  educated,  and  as  ignorant 
of  every  thing  that  a  young  woman  ought  to  know. 

"  When  I  came  to  the  country,  I  proposed  to  pass 
great  part  of  my  time  in  my  favourite  amusement 
of  I'eading;  but,  on  inquiry,  I  found  that  my  father's 
library  consisted  of  a  large  family  Bible,  Dickson's 
Agriculture,  and  a  treatise  on  Farriery  ;  and  that 
the  only  books  my  mother  was  possessed  of  were, 
the  Domestic  Medicine,  and  the  Complete  House- 
wife. 

"  In  short,  Sir,  in  the  midst  of  a  family  happy  in 
themselves,  and  desirous  to  make  me  so,  I  find  my- 
self wretched.  My  mind  preys  upon  itself  VVIien 
I  look  forward,  I  can  discover  no  prospect  of  any 
period  to  my  sorrows.  At  times,  I  am  disposed  to 
envy  the  happiness  of  my  sisters,  and  to  wish  that  I 
had  never  acquired  those  accomplishments  from 
which  I  formerly  received  so  much  pleasure.     Is  it 
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vanity  that  checks  this  wish,  and  leads  me,  at  other 
times  to  think,  that  even  happiness  may  be  purchased 
at  too  dear  a  rate  ? 

"  Some  time  ago  I  accidentally  met  with  your 
paper,  and  at  length  resolved  to  describe  my  situa- 
tion to  you,  partly  to  fill  up  one  of  my  tedious  hours, 
and  partly  in  hopes  of  being  favoured  with  your 
sentiments  on  a  species  of  distress,  which  is  perliaps 
more  poignant  than  many  other  kinds  of  affliction 
that  figure  more  in  the  eyes  of  mankind. 
"  I  am,  &c., 

«  H.  B." 
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Dulce  et  decorum  est  piv patria  mori. 

HOR.   CAR.  iii.  2.  13. 

"  TO    THE   AUTHOR   OF    THE   MIRROR. 

"  SIR, 

"  It  has  always  been  a  favourite  opinion  with  me, 
'  that  whoever  could  make  two  ears  of  coi'n,  or  two 
blades  of  grass,  grow  upon  a  spot  of  gi'ound  where 
only  one  grew  before,  would  deserve  better  of  man- 
kind, and  do  more  essential  service  to  his  country, 
than  the  whole  race  of  politicians  put  together.' 
Possessed  with  this  idea,  I  have  long  bent  my 
thoughts  and  study  toward  those  inquiries  which 
conduce  to  the  melioration  of  the  earth's  production, 
and  to  increase  the  fertility  of  my  native  country. 
I  shall  not  at  present  tire  you  with  an  account   of 
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the  various  projects  I  have  devised,  the  sundry 
experiments  I  have  made,  and  the  many  miscar- 
riages I  have  met  with.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  I 
have  now  in  my  brain,  a  scheme,  the  success  of 
which,  I  am  confident,  can  scarcely  faih  The  fre- 
quent disappointments,  however,  I  have  formerly 
experienced,  induce  me  to  consult  you  about  my 
plan,  before  I  take  any  further  steps  towards  carry- 
ing it  into  execution.  You  are  an  author.  Sir,  and 
must  consequently  be  a  man  of  learning ;  you 
informed  us  you  had  travelled,  and  you  must  of 
course  be  a  much  wiser  man  than  I,  who  never  was 
a  hundred  miles  from  the  place  where  I  now  write ; 
for  these  reasons,  I  am  induced  to  lay  my  present 
scheme  before  you,  and  to  entreat  your  opinion 
of  it. 

"  In  the  introduction  to  the  Tales  of  Guillaume 
Vade,  published  by  the  celebrated  Voltaire,  is  the 
following  passage,  given  as  part  of  the  speech  of 
Vade  to  his  cousin  Catherine  Vade,  when  she  asked 
him  where  he  would  be  buried?  After  censuring 
the  practice  of  burying  in  towns  and  churches,  and 
commending  the  better  custom  of  the  Greeks  and 
Romans,  who  were  interred  in  the  country,  '  What 
pleasure,'  says  he,  '  would  it  afford  to  a  good  citizen 
to  be  sent  to  fatten,  for  example,  the  barren  plain 
of  Sablons,  and  to  contribute  to  raise  plentiful 
harvests  there  ?  —  By  this  prudent  establishment, 
one  generation  would  be  useful  to  another,  towns 
would  be  more  wholesome,  and  the  country  more 
fruitful.  In  truth,  I  cannot  help  saying  that  we 
want  police  in  that  matter,  on  account  both  of  the 
living  and  the  dead.' 

"  To  me.  Sir,  who  now  and  then  join  the  amuse- 
ment of  reading  to  the  employment  of  agriculture, 
the  above  passage  has  always  appeared  particularly 
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deserving  of  attention  ;  and  I  have,  at  last,  formed 
a  sort  of  computation  of  the  advantages  wliicli  would 
accrue  to  the  country  from  the  general  adoption  of 
such  a  plan  as  that  suggested  by  Monsieur  Vade. 
If  the  managers  of  the  public  burying-grounds  were, 
at  certain  intervals,  and  for  certain  valuable  con- 
siderations, to  lend  their  assistance  to  the  proprietors 
of  the  tields  and  meadows,  how  many  beneficial 
consequences  would  result  to  the  public?  How 
many  of  the  honest  folks,  who  now  lie  uselessly 
mouldering  in  our  churchyards,  and  never  did  the 
smallest  good  while  alive,  would  thus  be  rendered, 
after  death,  of  the  most  essential  service  to  the  com- 
munity? How  many  who  seemed  brought  into  the 
world  merely  fruges  consumere  nati  —  to  consume 
tlie  fruits  of  the  earth  —  might  thus,  by  a  proper  and 
just  retribution,  be  employed  to  produce  fruges 
similar  to  those  which  they  consumed  while  in  life? 
What  a  pleasant  and  equitable  kind  of  retaliation 
would  it  be  for  a  borough  or  corporation  to  obtain, 
from  the  bodies  of  a  parcel  of  fat  magistrates, 
swelled  up  with  city-feasts  and  rich  wines,  a  sum 
of  money  that  might,  in  some  degree,  compensate 
for  the  expense  which  the  capacious  bellies  of  their 
owners  one  day  cost  the  town  revenue  ? 

"  The  general  effects  of  this  plan,  and  the  partic- 
ular attention  it  would  necessarily  produce  in  the 
economy  of  sepulture,  would  remove  the  complaints 
I  have  often  heard  made,  in  various  cities,  of  the 
want  of  space  and  size  in  their  burjdng-grounds. 
Those  young  men  who  die  of  old  age  at  tliirty,  and 
the  wliole  body  of  the  magistrates  and  council  of 
some  towns,  who  are  in  such  a  state  of  corruption, 
during  their  lives,  might  very  soon  be  made  useful 
after  their  death.  It  has  been  often  said,  that  a 
living  man  is   more  useful  than  a  dead  one  ;  but  I 
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deny  it ;  for  it  will  be  found,  if  ever  my  proposal 
takes  place,  that  one  dead  man,  at  least  of  the  spe- 
cies above  mentioned,  will  be  of  more  use  than  fifty 
living  ones. 

"lam  well  aware,  that  most  of  the  fair  sex,  and 
some  such  odd  "mortals  as  your  Mr.  Wentworth  or 
Mr.  Fleetwood,  may  possibly  be  shocked  at  this 
plan,  and  may  cry  out,  that  it  would  be  a  great 
indelicacy  done  to  the  remains  of  our  friends.  I  do 
not,  however,  imagine  this  ought  to  have  much 
weight,  when  the  good  of  one's  country  is  concerned. 
These  very  people,  Mr.  Mirror,  would  not,  I  dare 
say,  for  the  woild,  cut  the  throat  of  a  sheep,  or  pull 
the  neck  of  a  hen  off  joint ;  yet  when  they  are  at 
table,  they  make  no  scruple  to  eat  a  bit  of  mutton, 
or  the  wing  of  a  pullet,  without  allowing  a  thought 
of  the  butcher  or  the  cook  to  have  a  place  at  the 
entertainment.  In  like  manner,  when  these  deli- 
cate kind  of  people  happen  to  see  a  very  beautiful 
field  of  wheat,  which  is  a  sight  every  way  as  pleas- 
ant as  a  leg  of  good  mutton,  or  a  fine  fowl,  let  them 
never  distress  themselves  by  investigating,  whether 
the  field  owes  its  peculiar  excellence  to  the  church- 
yard or  the  stable.  As  the  ladies,  however,  are  of 
very  great  importance  in  this  country,  I  think  it  is 
proper  that  their  good-will  be  gained  over,  if  possi- 
ble. I  would,  theiefore,  humbly  pro|)Ose,  in  compli- 
ment to  the  delicacy  of  their  sensations,  that  their 
purer  ashes  never  be  employed  in  the  culture  of 
oats,  to  fill  the  bellies  of  vulgar  ploughmen  and 
coach-horses.  No !  Very  far  be  it  from  me  to 
entertain  any  such  coarse  idea.  Let  them  be  set 
apart  and  solely  appropriated  to  the  use  of  parterres 
and  flower-gardens.  A  philosopher  in  ancient  times, 
I  forget  who,  has  defined  a  lady  to  be  '  an  animal 
that  delights  in  finery  ; '  and  other  philosophers  have 


304  MIRROR.  NO.   52. 

imagined,  that  the  soul,  after  death,  takes  pleasure 
in  the  same  pursuits  it  was  fond  of  while  united  to 
the  body.  What  a  heavenly  gratification,  then,  will 
it  prove  to  the  soul  of  a  Toast,  while  '  she  rides  in 
her  cloud,  on  the  wings  of  the  roaring  wind,'  to  look 
down  and  view  her  remains  upon  earth,  of  as  beau- 
tiful a  complexion  and  as  gayly  and  as  gaudily 
decorated  as  ever  herself  was  while  alive  ? 

"  One  of  your  predecessors,  Isaac  Bickerstaff,  I 
think,  tells  us,  that  in  a  bed  of  fine  tulips  he  found 
the  most  remarkable  flowers  named  after  celebrated 
heroes  and  kings.  He  speaks  of  the  beauty  and 
vivid  colouring  of  the  Black  Prince,  and  the  Duke 
of  Vendome,  of  Alexander  the  Great,  the  Emperor 
of  Germany,  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  and  many 
others.  How  much  more  natural,  as  well  as  more 
proper,  would  it  be,  to  have  our  flowers  christened 
after  those  beautiful  females,  to  whom,  in  all  proba- 
bility, they  really  owed  their  peculiar  beauty  ?  We 
might  have  Lady  Flora,  Lady  Violet,  Miss  Lily, 
Miss  Rose,  and  all  the  beauties  of  our  remembrance, 
renovated  to  our  admiring  eyes. 

"  I  am  much  inclined  to  believe,  that  the  improve- 
ment I  am  here  suggesting  was  known  to,  and  prac- 
tised, by  the  ancients,  particularly  by  the  Greeks 
and  Romans  ;  for  we  read  in  their  poets  of  Narcis- 
sus, Cyax,  Smilax,  and  Crocus,  Hyacinthus,  Adonis, 
and  Minthe,  being  after  their  deaths  metamorphosed 
into  flowers;  and  of  the  sisters  of  Phaeton,  Pyra- 
mus  and  Thisbe,  Baucis  and  Philemon,  Daphne, 
Cyparissus,  and  Myrrha,  and  many  more,  being 
converted  into  trees.  Now  these  stories,  Mr.  Mir- 
ror, when  stripped  of  their  poetical  ornaments,  can, 
in  my  opinion,  bear  no  other  interpretation  than  that 
the  ashes  of  those  people  were  applied  to  such  use- 
ful purposes  as  I  am  now  proposing. 
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"  You  will  here  observe,  Mr.  Mirror,  that,  besides 
the  great  utility  of  the  scheme,  there  will  be  much 
room  for  the  imagination  to  delight  itself,  in  tracing 
out  analogies,  and  refining  upon  the  general  hint  I 
have  thrown  out.  Your  Bath  Toyman  would  have 
many  very  ingenious  conceits  upon  the  occasion,  and 
would  exercise  his  genius  in  devising  fanciful  ap- 
plications of  the  different  manures  he  would  make 
it  his  business  to  procure.  He  would  have  a  plot 
of  rue  and  wormwood  raised  by  old  maidens';  he 
would  apply  the  ashes  of  martyrs  in  love  to  his  pine- 
trees  ;  the  dust  of  aldermen  and  rich  citizens  might 
be  used  in  the  culture  of  plums  and  gooseberries  ;  a 
set  of  fine  gentlemen  would  be  laid  aside  for  the 
culture  of  cockscombs,  none  so  prettys,  and  nar- 
cissuses ;  the  clergy  and  church  officers  would  be 
manure  for  the  holly  and  elder  ;  and  the  posthumous 
productions  of  poets  would  furnish  bays  and  laurels 
for  their  successors.  But  I  tire  you,  Mr.  Mirror, 
with  these  trifling  fancies  ;  the  utility  of  my  plan  is 
what  I  value  myself  upon,  and  desire  your  opinion  of. 
"  I  am,  Sir, 

"  Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 
Q  "PosTHUMUs  Agricola." 
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"TO    THE    AUTHOR    OF    THE    MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"  I  AM  one  of  the  young  women  mentioned  in  two 
letters  which  you  published  in  your  12th  and  25th 
numbers,  though  I  did  not  know  till  very  lately  that 
our  family  had  been  put  into  print  in  The  Mirror. 
Since  it  is  so,  I  think  I  too  may  venture  to  write 
you  a  letter,  which,  if  it  be  not  quite  so  well  written 
as  my  fathei''s,  though  I  am  no  great  admirer  of  his 
style  neither,  will  at  least  be  as  true. 

"  Soon  after  my  Lady 's  visit  at  our  house, 

of  which  the  last  of  my  father's  letters  informed 
you,  a  sister  of  his,  who  is  married  to  a  man  of  busi- 
ness here  in  Edinburgh,  came  with  her  husband  to 
see  us  in  the  country  ;  and,  though  my  sister  Mary 
and  I  soon  discovered  many  vulgar  things  about 
them,  yet,  as  they  were  both  very  good-humoured 
sort  of  people,  and  took  great  pains  to  make  them- 
selves agreeable,  we  could  not  help  looking  with 
regret  to  the  time  of  their  departure.  When  that 
drew  near,  they  surprised  us,  by  an  invitation  to  me, 
to  come  and  spend  some  months  with  my  cousins  in 
town,  saying,  that  my  mother  could  not  miss  my 
company  at  home,  while  she  had  so  good  a  com- 
panion and  assistant  in  the  family  as  her  daughter 
Mary. 

"  To  me  there  were  not  so  many  allurements  in 
this  journey  as  might  have  been  imagined.  I  had 
lately  been   taught  to   look  on  London   as  the  only 
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capital  worth  visiting ;  besides  that,  I  did  not  expect 
the  highest  satisfaction  from  the  society  I  should 
meet  with  at  my  aunt's,  which,  I  confess,  I  was  apt 
to  suppose  none  of  the  most  genteel.  I  contrived 
to  keep  the  matter  in  suspense,  for  it  was  left  en- 
tirely to  my  own  determination,  till  I  should  write 
for  the  opinion  of  my  friend  Lady on  the  sub- 
ject ;  for,  ever  since  our  first  acquaintance,  we  had 
kept  up  a  constant  and  regular  correspondence.  In 
our  letters,  which  were  always  written  in  a  style  of 
the  warmest  affection,  we  were  in  the  way  of  talking 
with  the  greatest  freedom  of  everybody  of  our  ac- 
quaintance. It  was  delightful,  as  her  ladyship  ex- 
pressed it,  '  to  unfold  one's  feelings  in  tlie  bosom 
of  friendship ; '  and  she  accordingly  was  wont  to 
send  me  the  most  natural  and  lively  pictures  of  the 

company  who   resorted  to ;  and  I,  in   return, 

transmitted  her  many  anecdotes  of  those  persons 
which  chance,  or  a  greater  intimacy,  gave  me  an 
opportunity  of  learning.  To  prevent  discovery,  we 
corresponded  under  the  signatures  of  Hortensia  and 
Leonora  ;  and  some  very  particular  intelligence  her 
ladyship  taught  me  not  to  commit  to  ink,  but  to  set 
down  in  lemon  juice. — 1  wander  from  my  story,  Mr. 
Mirror;  'but  I  cannot  help  fondly  recalling,'  as 
Emilia  in  the  novel  says,  '  those  halcyon  days  of 
friendship  and  felicity.' 

"  When  her  ladyship's  answer  arrived,  I  found 
her  clearly  of  opinion  that  I  ought  to  accept  of  my 
aunt's  invitation.  She  was  very  jocular  on  the 
manners  which  she  supposed  I  should  find  in  that 
lady's  family  ;  but  she  said  I  might  take  tlie  oppor- 
tunity of  making  some  acquirements,  which,  though 
London  alone  could  perfect,  Edinburgh  miglit,  in 
some  degree,  communicate.  She  conckided  her 
letter  with  requesting  the   continuation  of  my  cor- 
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respondence,  and  a  narrativ^e  of  every  thing  that 
was  passing  in  town,  especially  with  regard  to  some 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  her  acquaintance,  whom  she 
pointed  out  to  my  particular  observation. 

"  To  Edinburgh,  therefore,  I  accompanied  my  aunt, 
and  found  a  family  very  much  disposed  to  make  me 
happy.  In  this  they  might,  perhaps,  have  suc- 
ceeded more  completely,  had  I  not  acquired,  from 

the  instructions  of  Lady ,  and  the  company 

I  saw  at  her  house,  certain  notions  of  polite  life  with 
which  I  did  not  find  any  thing  at  Mr. 's  cor- 
respond. It  was  often,  indeed,  their  good-humour 
which  offended  me  as  coarse,  and  their  happiness 
that  struck  me  as  vulgar.  There  was  not  such  a 
thing  as  hip  or  low  spirits  among  them,  a  sort  of 
finery  which,  at ,  I  found  a  person  of  fash- 
ion could  not  possibly  be  without. 

"  They  were  at  great  pains  to  show  me  any  sights 
that  were  to  be  seen,  with  some  of  which  I  was 
really  little  pleased,  and  with  others  I  thought  it 
would  look  like  ignorance  to  seem  pleased.  They 
took  me  to  the  playhouse,  where  there  was  little 
coa:ipany,  and  very  little  attention.  I  was  carried 
to  the  concert,  where  the  case  was  exactly  the  same. 
I  found  great  fault  with  both  ;  for  thougli  I  had  not 
much  skill,  I  had  got  words  enough  for  finding  fault 

from  my  fiiend  Lady ;  upon  which  they  made 

an  apology  for  our  entertainment,  by  telling  me, 
that  the  playhouse  was,  at  that  time,  managed  by 
a  fiddler,  and  the  concert  was  allowed  to  manage 
itself. 

"  Our  parties  at  home  were  agreeable  enough.  I 
found  Mr. 's  and  my  aunt's  visitors  very  dif- 
ferent from  what  I  had   been  made  to   expect,  and 

not  at  all  the  cockneys  my  Lady ,  and  some  of 

her  humorous  guests,  used  to  describe.     They  were 
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not,  indeed,  so  polite  as  the  fashionable  company  I 
had  met  at  her  ladyship's  ;  but  they  were  much  more 
civil.  Among  the  rest  was  my  uncle-in-law's  part- 
ner, a  good-looking  young  man,  who,  from  the  first, 
was  so  particularly  attentive  to  me,  that  my  cousins 
jokingly  called  him  my  lover ;  and  even  my  aunt 
sometimes  told  me  she  believed  he  had  a  serious 
attachment  to  me ;  but  I  took  care  not  to  give  him 
any  encouragement,  as  I  had  always  heard  my  friend 

Lady talk  of  the  wife  of  a  bourgeois  as  the 

most  contemptible  creature  in  the  world. 

"  The  season  at  last  arrived,  in  which,  I  was  told, 
the  town  would  appear  in  its  gayety,  a  great  deal  of 
good  company  being  expected  at  the  races.  For 
the  races  I  looked  with  anxiety,  for  another  reason  ; 

my  dear  Lady was  to  be  here  at  that  period. 

Of  this  I  was  informed  by  a  letter  from  my  sister. 
From  her  ladyship,  I  had  not  heard  for  a  consider- 
able time,  as  she  had  been  engaged  in  a  round  of 
visits  to  her  acquaintance  in  the  country. 

"  The  very  morning  after  her  arrival,  for  I  was 
on  the  watch  to  get  intelligence  of  her,  I  called  at 
her  lodgings.  When  the  servant  appeared,  he 
seemed  doubtful  about  letting  me  in  ;  at  last,  he  ush- 
ered me  into  a  little  darkish  parlour,  where,  after 
waiting  about  half  an  hour,  he  bi'ought  me  word, 
that  his  lady  could  not  try  on  the  gown  I  had 
brought  then,  but  desired  me  to  fetch  it  next  day  at 
eleven.  I  now  perceived  there  had  been  a  mistake 
as  to  my  person ;  and  telling  the  fellow,  somewhat 
angrily,  that  I  was  no  mantuamaker,  desired  him 
to  carry  to  his  lady  a  slip  of  paper,  on  which  I 
wrote  with  a  pencil  the  well-known  name  of  Leo- 
nora. On  his  going  up  stairs,  I  heard  a  loud  peal  of 
laughter  above,  and  soon  after  he  returned  with  a  mes- 
sage, that  Lady was  sorry  she  was  particularly 
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engaged  at  present,  and  could  not  possibly  see  me. 
Think,  Sir,  with  what  astonishment  I  heard  this 
message  from  Hortensia.  I  left  the  house,  I  know 
not  whether  most  ashamed  or  angry  ;  but  afterwards 
I  began  to  persuade  myself,  that  there  might  be 
some  particular  reasons  for  Lady 's  not  see- 
ing me  at  that  time,  which  she  might  explain  at 
meeting ;  and  I  imputed  the  terms  of  the  message 
to  the  rudeness  or  simplicity  of  the  footman.  All 
that  day,  and  the  next,  I  waited  impatiently  for  some 
note  of  explanation  or  inquiry  from  her  ladyship, 
and  was  a  good  deal  disappointed  when  I  found  the 
second  evening  arrive,  without  having  received  any 
such  token  of  her  remembrance.  I  went,  rather  in 
low  spirits,  to  the  play.     I  had  not  been  long  in  the 

house  when  I  saw  Lady enter  the  next  box. 

My  heart  fluttered  at  the  sight ;  and  I  W4\tched  her 
eyes,  that  I  might  take  the  first  opportunity  of  pre- 
senting myself  to  her  notice.  I  saw  them,  soon  after, 
turned  towards  me,  and  immediately  courtesied  with  a 
significant  smile  to  my  noble  friend,  who  being  short- 
sighted, it  would  seem,  which,  however,  I  had  never 
remarked  before,  stared  at  me  for  some  moments, 
without  taking  notice  of  my  Salute,  and  at  last  was 
just  putting  up  a  glass  to  her  eye,  to  point  it  at  me, 
when  a  lady  pulled  her  by  the  sleeve,  and  made  her 
take  notice  of  somebody  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
house.  She  never  afterwards  happened  to  look  to 
that  quarter  where  I  was  seated. 

"  Still,  however,  I  was  not  quite  discouraged,  and, 
on  an  accidental  change  of  places  in  our  box,  con- 
trived to  place  myself  at  the  end  of  the  bench  next 
her  ladyship's,  so  that  there  was  only  a  piece  of 
thin  board  between  us.  At  the  end  of  the  act,  I 
"ventured  to  ask  her  how  she  did,  and  to  express  my 
happiness  at  seeing  her  in  town,  adding,  that  I  had 
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called  the  day  before,  but  had  found  hex-  particu- 
larly engaged.  '  Why,  yes,'  said  she,  '  Miss  Home- 
spun, I  am  always  extremely  hurried  in  town,  and 
have  time  only  to  receive  a  very  few  visits ;  but  I 
will  be  glad  if  you  will  come  some  morning  and 
breakfast  with  me — but  not  to-morrow,  for  there  is 
a  morning  concert;  nor  next  day,  for  I  liave  a  mu- 
sical party  at  home.  In  short,  you  may  come  some 
morning  next  week,  when  the  hurry  will  be  over, 
and,  if  I  am  not  gone  out  of  town,  I  will  be  happy 
to  see  you.'  I  don't  know  what  answer  I  should 
have  made  ;  but  she  did  not  give  me  an  opportunity  ; 
for,  a  gentleman,  in  a  green  uniform  coming  into 
the  box,  she  immediately  made  room  for  him  to  sit 
between  us.  He,  after  a  broad  stare  full  in  my 
face,  turned  his  back  my  way,  and  sat  in  that  pos- 
ture all  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

"  I  am  not  so  silly,  Mr.  Mirror,  but  I  can  under- 
stand the  meaning  of  all  this.  My  lady,  it  seems, 
is  contented  to  have  some  humble  friends  in  the 
country,  whom  she  does  not  think  worthy  of  her 
notice  in  town  ;  but  I  am  determined  to  show  her, 
that  I  have  a  prouder  spirit  than  she  imagines,  and 
shall  not  go  near  her,  either  in  town  or  country. 
What  is  more,  my  father  shan't  vote  for  her  friend 
at  next  election,  if  I  can  help  it. 

"What  vexes  me  beyond  every  thing  else  is,  that 
I  had  been  often  telling  my  aunt  and  her  daughters 

of  the  intimate  footing  I  was  on  with  Lady  ■ — -, 

and  what  a  violent  friendship  we  had  for  each  other; 
and  so,  from  envy  perhaps,  they  used  to  nickname 
me  the  Countess,  and  Lady  Leonora.  Now  that 
they  have  got  this  story  of  the  mantuamaker  and 
the  playhouse,  for  I  was  so  angry  I  could  not  con- 
ceal it,  I  am  ashamed  to  hear  the  name  of  a  lady  of 
quality  mentioned,  even  if  it  be  only  in  a  book  from 
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the  circulating  library.  Do  write  a  paper,  Sir, 
against  pride  and  haughtiness,  and  people  forgetting 
their  country  friends  and  acquaintance,  and  you  will 
vei-y  much  oblige 

"  Yours,  &c., 
"  Elizabeth  Homespun. 

"  P.  S.  My  uncle's  partner,  the  young  gentleman 
I  mentioned  above,  takes  my  part  when  my  cousins 
joke  upon  intimacies  with  great  folks  ;  I  think  he  is 
a  much  genteeler  and  better-bred  man  than  I  took 
him  for  at  first." 
Z 
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Among  the  letters  of  my  correspondents,  I  have 
been  favoured  with  several  containing  observations 
on  the  conduct  and  success  of  my  paper.  Of  these, 
some  recommend  subjects  of  criticism  as  of  a  kind 
that  has  been  extremely  popular  in  similar  periodi- 
cal publications,  and  on  which,  according  to  them,  I 
have  dwelt  too  little.  Others  complain,  that  the 
critical  papers  I  have  published  wei'e  written  in  a 
style  and  manner  too  abstruse  and  technical  for  the 
bulk  of  my  readers,  and  desire  me  to  remember,  that 
in  a  performance  addressed  to  the  world,  only  the 
language  of  the  world  should  be  used. 

I  was  last  night  in  a  company  where  a  piece  of 
conversation-criticism  took  place,  which,  as  the 
speakers  were  well-bred  persons  of  both  sexes,  was 
necessarily  of  the  familiar  kind.     As  an  endeavour, 


NO.    54.  MIRROR.  313 

therefore,  to  please  both  the  above-mentioned  cor- 
respondents, I  shall  set  down,  as  nearly  as  I  can 
recollect,  the  discourse  of  the  company.  It  turned 
on  the  tragedy  of  Zara,  at  the  representation  of 
which  all  of  them  had  been  present  a  few  evenings 
ago. 

"  It  is  remarkable,"  said  Mr. ,  "  what  an  era 

of  improvement  in  the  French  drama  may  be  marked 
from  the  writings  of  M.  de  Voltaire.  The  cold  and 
tedious  declamation  of  the  former  French  tragedians, 
lie  had  taste  enough  to  see,  was  not  the  language  of 
passion,  and  genius  enough  to  execute  his  pieces  in 
a  different  manner.  He  retained  the  eloquence  of 
Corneille,  and  the  tenderness  of  Racine  ;  but  he 
never  suffered  the  first  to  swell  into  bombast,  nor 
ihe  other  to  sink  into  languor.  He  accompanied 
ihem  with  the  force  and  energy  of  our  Shakspeare, 
•vhom  he  had  the  boldness  to  follow  ;  "  "  —  and  the 
neanness  to  decry,"  said  the  lady  of  the  house. — 
*  He  has  been  unjust   to   Shakspeare,  I  confess," 

replied  Sir  H ,  who  had  been  a  considerable 

time  abroad,  and  has  brought  somewhat  more 
tlan  the  language  and  dress  of  our  neighbours; 
"yet  I  think  I  have  observed  our  partiality  for  that 
eialted  poet  carry  us  as  unreasonable  lengths  on 
thi  other  side.  When  we  ascribe  to  Shakspeare 
innumerable  beauties,  we  do  him  but  justice;  but, 
wlen  we  will  not  allow  that  he  has  faults,  we  give 
hia  a  degree  of  praise  to  which  no  writer  is  entitled, 
and  which  he,  of  all  men,  expected  the  least.  It  was 
impssible  that,  writing  in  the  situation  he  did,  he 
shodd  have  escaped  inaccuracies  ;  suffice  it  to  say, 
they  always  arose  from  the  exuberance  of  fancy,  not 
the  sterihty  of  dulness." 

"  There  is  much  truth  in  what  you  say,"  answered 
Mr.  ■ ;  "but  Voltaire  was  unjust  when,  not 
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Batisfied  with  pointing  out  blemishes  in  Shakspeare, 
he  censured  a  whole  nation  as  barbarous  for  admir- 
ing his  works.  He  must,  himself,  have  felt  the 
excellence  of  a  poet,  whom,  in  this  very  tragedy  of 
Zara,  he  has  not  disdained  to  imitate,  and  to  imitate 
very  closely  too.  The  speech  of  Orasmane,  or 
Osman,  as  the  English  translation  calls  him,  begin- 
ning, 

J'auaris  d'un  oeil  serene,  dhm  front  inalterable, 

is  almost  a  literal  copy  of  the  complaint  of  Othello : 

— Had  it  rain'd 
All  sorts  of  curses  ou  me,  &c. 

which  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  our  translator  has 
omitted  it."  —  "  I  do  not  pretend  to  justify  Voltaire,'' 
returned  Sir  H ;  "  yet  it  must  be  remem- 
bered, in  alleviation,  that  the  French  have  formed 
a  sort  of  national  taste  in  their  theatre,  correct,  per- 
haps, almost  to  coldness.  In  Britain,  I  am  afraid 
we  are  apt  to  err  on  the  other  side ;  to  mistake 
rhapsody  for  fire,  and  to  applaud  a  forced  metaphor 
for  a  bold  one.  I  do  not  cite  Dryden,  Lee,  or  tie 
other  poets  of  their  age  ;  for  that  might  be  thou  gut 
unfair ;  but,  even  in  the  present  state  of  the  English 
stage,  is  not  my  idea  warranted  by  the  practice  of 
poets,  and  the  applause  of  the  audience  ?  A  poet  of 
this  country,  who,  in  other  passages,  has  often 
touched  the  tender  feelings  with  a  masterly  hend, 
gives  to  the  hero  of  one  of  his  latest  tragedies,  the 
following  speech :  — 

Had  I  a  voice  like  jEtna  when  it  roars, 
For  in  my  breast  is  pent  as  fierce  a  fire, 
I'd  speak  in  flames. 

That  a  man,  in  the  fervour  and  hurry  of  composi- 


NO.  54.  MIRROR.  315 

tion,  should  set  down  such  an  idea,  is  nothing ;  that 
it  should  be  pardoned  by  the  audience,  is  little  ;  but 
that  it  should  always  produce  a  clap,  is  strange 
indeed !  " 

"  And  is  there  nothing  like  this  in  French  trage- 
dies ?  "  said  the  lady  of  the  house ;  "  for  there  is,  I 
think,  abundance  of  it  in  some  of  our  late  imitations 
of  them."  — "  Nay,  in  the  translation  of  Zayre, 
madam,"  returned  the  baronet,  "  Hill  has  some- 
times departed  from  the  original,  to  substitute  a 
swelling  and  elaborate  diction.  He  forgets  the 
plain  soldierly  character  of  the  Sultan's  favourite 
Orasmin,  when  he  makes  him  say, 

— Silent  and  dark 
Th'  unbreathing  world  is  husli'd,  as  if  it  heard 
And  listen'd  to  your  sorrows. 

The  original  is  simple  description  ; 

Tout  dort,  tout  est  tranquUk,  et  V  ombre  de  la  nuit — . 

And  when  the  slave  in  the  fourth  act  brings  the 
fatal  letter  to  the  Sultan,  and  mentions  the  circum- 
stances of  its  interception,  the  translator  makes 
Osraan  stay  to  utter  a  sentiment,  which  is  always 
applauded  on  the  English  stage,  but  is  certainly, 
however  noble  in  itself,  very  ill-placed  here  :  — 

— Approach  me  like  a  subject 
That  serves  the  Prince,  yet  not  forgets  the  man. 

Osman  had  no  breath  for  words  ;  Voltaire  gives  him 
but  five  hurried  ones  :  — 

Donne — qui  laportaitf — donne. 

"  I   am    quite   of  your   opinion,  Sir  H " 
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said  Mr. ;  "  and  I  may  add,  that  even  Vol- 
taire seems  to  me  top  profuse  of  sentiments  in  Zara, 
which,  beautiful  as  they  are,  and  though  expressed 
with  infinite  delicacy,  are  yet  somewhat  foreign  to 
that  native  language  which  feeling  dictates,  and  by 
which  it  is  moved.  I  weep  at  a  few  simple  words 
expressive  of  distress ;  I  pause  to  admire  a  senti- 
ment, and  my  pity  is  forgotten.  The  single  line 
uttered  by  Lusignan,  at  the  close  of  his  description 
of  the  massacre  of  his  wife  and  children, 

Helas  !  etj'  etaispere,  etje  nepus  mourir, 

moves  me  more  than  a  thousand  sentiments  how 
just  or  eloquent  soever." 

"  If  we  think  of  the  noblest  use  of  tragedy,"  said 

Mrs. ,  "  we  shall  perhaps,  Sir,  not  be  quite  of 

your  opinion.  I,  who  am  a  mother,  wish  my  chil- 
dren to  learn  some  other  virtues,  beside  compassion, 
at  a  play ;  it  is  certainly  of  greater  consequence  to 
improve  the  mind  than  to  melt  it."  —  "  I  am  sure, 
mamma,"  said  a  young  lady,  her  daughter,  "  the  sen- 
timents of  tragedy  aifect  me  as  much  as  the  most 
piteous  description.  When  I  hear  an  exalted  sen- 
timent, I  feel  my  heart,  as  it  were,  swell  in  my 
bosom,  and  it  is  always  followed  by  a  gush  of  tears 
from  my  eyes."  —  "  You  tell  us  the  effects  of  your 
feelings,  child  ;  but  you  don't  distinguish  the  feelings' 
themselves. — I  would  have,  gentlemen,"  continued 
she,  "  a  play  to  be  virtuous  in  its  sentiments,  and  also 
natural  in  its  events.  The  want  of  the  latter  qual- 
ity, as  well  as  of  the  former,  has  a  bad  effect  on 
young  persons  ;  it  leads  them  to  suppose  that  such 
a  conduct  is  natural  and  allowable  in  common  life, 
and  encourages  that  romantic  deception  which  is  too 
apt  to  grow  up  in   minds  of  sensibility.     Don't  you 
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think,  that  the  sudden  conversion  of  Zara  to  Chris- 
tianity, unsupported  by  argument,  or  conviction  of  its 
truth,  is  highly  unnatural,  and  may  have  such  a 
tendency  as   I  have    mentioned  ?  "  —  "I  confess," 

said  Mr.  ■ ,  "  that  has  always  appeared  to  me 

an  exceptionable  passage."  —  "I  do  not  believe, 
mamma,"  said  the  young  lady,  "  that  she  was  really 
converted  in  opinion;  but  I  don't  wonder  at  her 
crying  out  she  was  a  Christian,  after  such  a  speech 
as  that  of  her  father,  Lusignan.  I  know  my  heart 
was  so  wrung  with  the  scene,  that  I  could,  at  that 
moment,  have  almost  become  Mahometan,  to  have 

comforjed  the  good  old  man." Her  mother  smiled ; 

for  this  was  exactly  a  confirmation  of  her  remark. 

"  Voltaire,"  said    Sir  II ,  "  has,  like  many 

other  authors,  introduced  a  dark  scene  into  the  last 
act  of  this  tragedy  ;  yet  it  appears  to  me,  that  such  a 
scene  goes  beyond  the  power  of  stage-deception,  and 
always  hurts  the  piece.  We  cannot  possibly  sup- 
pose, that  two  persons  Walking  upon  the  same  board 
do  not  see  each  other,  while  we,  sitting  in  a  distant 
part  of  the  house,  see  both  perfectly  well."  —  "I  do 
recollect,"  said  the  young  lady,  "  at  first,  wondering 
how  Zara  could  fail  to  see  Osman;  but  I  soon  for- 
got it." — "  Thus  it  always  is,"  replied  Mr.  M , 

"  in  such  a  case  ;  if  a  poet  has  eloquence  or  genius 
enough  to  command  the  passions,  he  easily  gets  the 
better  of  those  stage  improbabilities.  In  truth,  the 
scenic  deception  is  of  a  very  singular  nature.  It  is 
impossible  we  should  imagine  ourselves  spectators 
of  the  real  scene,  of  which  the  stage  one  is  an  imita- 
tion ;  the  utmost  length  we  are,  in  reality,  carried, 
is  to  deliver  over  our  minds  to  that  sympathy,  which 
a  proper  and  striking  representation  of  grief,  rage, 
or  any  other  passion,  produces.  You  destroy  the 
deception,  it  is  said,  when  any  thing  impertinent  or 


318  MIRROR.  NO.   54. 

ludicrous  happens  on  the  stage,  or  among  the  audi- 
ence ;  but  you  will  find  the  very  same  effect,  if  a 
child  blows  his  three-halfpenny  trumpet,  in  the 
midst  of  a  solo  of  Fischer,  or  a  song  of  Rauzzini ; 
it  stops  the  delightful  current  of  feeling  which  was 
carrying  along  the  soul  at  the  time,  and  dissatisfac- 
tion and  pain  are  the  immediate  consequence  ;  yet 
in  the  solo  or  the  song,  no  such   deception  as  the 

theatrical   is  pretended."  —  Mr.   delivered 

this  with  the  manner  of  one  who  had  studied  the 
subject,  and  nobody  ventured  to  answer  him. 

"  You  were  mentioning,"  said  Mrs. ,  "Vol- 
taire's imitation  of  Othello,  in  this  tragedy  ;  I  rec- 
ollect, in  the  last  act,  a  very  strong  instance  of  it, 
the  concluding  speech  of  Osman,  before  he  stabs 
himself,  which  seems  to  be  exactly  taken  from  that 
of  the  Moor,  in  a  similar  situation."  —  "  I  remem- 
ber both  speeches  well,"  said  Sir  H ,  "  and  I 

think  it  may  be  disputed,  whether  either  of  them  be 
congenial  to  the  situation."  —  "  You  will  excuse  me, 

Sir  H ,"  said  I,  "  if  I  hold  them  both  perfectly 

in  nature.  The  calmness  of  desperate  and  irreme- 
diable grief  will  give  vent  to  a  speech  longer  and 
more  methodical  than  the  immediate  anguish  of 
some  less  deep  and  irretrievable  calamity.  Shak- 
speare  makes  Othello  refer,  in  the  instant  of  stab- 
bing himself,  to  a  story  of  his  killing  a  Turk  in 
Aleppo;  the  moment  of  perturbation,  when  such  a 
passage  would  have  been  unnatural,  is  past ;  the  act 
of  killing  himself  is  then  a  matter  of  little  importance  ; 
and  his  reference  to  a  story  seemingly  indiii'erent, 
marks,  in  my  opinion,  most  forcibly  and  naturally, 
the  deep  and  settled  horror  on  Othello's  soul.  I 
prefer  it  to  the  concluding  lines  of  the  Sultan's 
speech  in  Zara,  which  rest  on  the  story  of  his  own 
misfortune :  — 
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Tell  'em,  1  plunged  my  dagger  in  her  breast  ; 
Tell  'em,  I  so  adored,  and  thus  revenged  her. 

"  You  have  talked  a  great  deal  of  the  author,"  said 
the  young  lady,  "  but  nothing  of  the  actors.  Was 
not  the  part  of  Zara    excellently  performed  ?  "  — 

"  Admirably,  indeed,"  replied  Mr. ;  "  I  know 

no  actress  who  possesses  the  power  of  speaking 
poetry  beyond  Miss  Young." — "Nor  of  feeling  it 
neither.  Sir,  I  think."  —  '•  I  did  not  mean  to  deny 
her  that  quality  ;  but,  in  the  other,  I  think  she  is 
unrivalled.  She  does  not  reach,  perhaps,  the  im- 
passioned burst,  the  electric  flash  of  Mrs.  Barry ; 
nor  has  she  that  deep  and  thrilling  note  of  horror 
with  which  Mrs.  Yates  benumbs  an  audience  ;  but 
there  is  a  melting  tremble  in  her  voice,  which,  in 
tender  passages,  is  inimitably  beautiful  and  affecting. 
Were  I  a  poet,  I  should  prefer  her  speaking  of  my 
lines  to  that  of  any  actress  I  ever  heard." 

"  She  owes,  I  believe,"  said  our  Frenchman,  "  much 
of  her  present  excellence  to  her  study  of  the  French 
stage.  I  mean  not  to  detract  from  her  merit ;  I 
certainly  allow  her  more,  when  I  say,  that  her  ex- 
cellence is,  in  great  part,  of  her  own  acquirement, 
than  some  of  her  ill-judging  admirers,  Avho  ascribe 
it  all  to  nature.  Our  actors,  indeed,  are  rarely  sensi- 
ble how  much  study  and  application  is  due  to  their 
profession  ;  people  may  be  spouters  without  culture, 
but  laborious  education  alone  can  make  perfect  act- 
ors. Feeling,  and  the  imitative  sympathy  of  pas- 
sion, are,  undoubtedly,  derived  from  nature ;  but 
art  alone  can  bestow  that  grace,  that  refined  ex- 
pression, without  which  feeling  will  often  be  awk- 
ward, and  passion  ridiculous." 
Z 
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Dedpimur  specie  recti. — 

HOE.   AKS  POET.    25. 

Sincerity,  by  which  I  mean  honesty  in  men's 
dealings  with  each  other,  is  a  virtue  praised  by  every 
one,  and  the  practice  of  it  is,  I  beheve,  more  com- 
mon than  gloomy  moralists  are  willing  to  allow. 
The  love  of  truth,  and  of  justice,  are  so  strongly  im- 
planted in  our  minds,  that  few  men  are  so  hardened, 
or  so  insensible,  as  knowingly  and  deliberately  to 
commit  dishonest  actions  ;  and  a  little  observation 
soon  convinces  those  who  are  engaged  in  a  variety 
of  transactions,  that  honesty  is  wisdom,  and  knavery 
folly. 

But  though,  according  to  this  acceptation  of  the 
phrase,  men  are  seldom  insincere,  or  literally  dis- 
honest, in  the  ordinary  transactions  of  life  ;  yet,  I 
believe,  there  is  another  and  higher  species  of  sin- 
cerity, which  is  very  seldom  to  be  met  with  in  any 
degree  of  perfection ;  I  mean  that  sincerity  which 
leads  a  man  to  be  honest  to  himself,  and  to  his  own 
mind,  and  which  will  prevent  him  from  being  im- 
posed upon,  or  deceived  by  his  own  passions  and 
inclinations.  From  that  secret  approbation  which 
our  mind  leads  us  to  give  to  what  is  vii-tuous  and 
lionourable,  we  cannot  easily  bear  the  consciousness 
of  being  dishonest.  Hence,  therefore,  when  men 
are  desirous  to  give  way  to  their  evil  inclinations 
and  passions,  they  are  wiUing,  nay,  at  times   they 
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are  even  at  pains  to  deceive  themselves.  They 
look  out  for  some  specious  apology,  they  seek  for 
some  colour  and  disguise,  by  which  they  may  recon- 
cile their  conduct  to  the  appearance  of  right,  and 
may  commit  wrong,  under  the  belief  that  they  are 
innocent,  nay,  sometimes,  that  they  are  acting  a 
praiseworthy  part.  Thus  there  are  men  who  would 
abhor  the  thought  of  deceiving  others,  who  ai'e  con- 
stantly deceiving  themselves ;  and,  while  they  be- 
lieve that  they  are  sincere,  and  are  really  so,  in  the 
restricted  sense  in  which  I  have  used  this  word,  are, 
in  all  the  important  actions  of  their  life,  under  the 
intluence  of  deceit. 

Eubulus  is  a  judge  in  one  of  the  courts  of  law. 
Eubulus  believes  himself  a  very  honest  judge  ;  and 
it  is  but  doing  him  justice  to  allow,  that  he  would 
not,  for  any  consideration,  knowingly,  give  an  unjust 
decision  ;  yet  Eubulus  hardly  ever  gave  a  fair  judg- 
ment in  any  cause  where  he  was  connected  with,  or 
knew  any  thing  about,  the  parties.  If  either  of  them 
happen  to  be  his  friend  or  relation,  or  connected 
with  his  friend  or  relation,  Eubulus  is  sure  al- 
ways to  see  the  cause  in  a  favorable  light  for  that 
friend.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  one  of  the  parties 
happen  to  be  a  person  whom  Eubulus  has  a  dis- 
like to,  that  party  is  sure  to  lose  his  suit.  In  the 
one  case,  he  sits  down  to  examine  the  cause,  under 
all  the  influence  and  partiality  of  friendship ;  his 
cool  senses  are  run  away  with ;  his  judgment  is 
blinded,  and  he  sees  nothing  but  the  arguments  on 
the  side  of  his  friend,  and  overlooks  every  thing 
stated  against  him.  In  the  other  case,  he  acts  under 
the  impressions  of  dislike,  and  his  judgment  is  ac- 
cordingly so  determined.  A  cause  was  lately  brought 
before  Eubulus,  where  every  feeling  of  humanity 
and  compassion  prompted  the  wish,  that  one  of  the 

VOL.  xxviii.  21 


322  MIRROR. 


NO.   55. 


parties  might  be  successful  ;  but  the  right  was 
clearly  on  the  other  side.  Eubulus  sat  down  to  ex- 
amine it  with  all  the  tender  feelings  full  in  his  mind  ; 
they  guided  his  judgment,  and  he  determined  con- 
trary to  justice.  During  all  this,  Eubulus  believes 
himself  honest.  In  one  sense  of  the  word  he  is  so ; 
he  does  not,  knowingly  or  deliberately,  give  a  dis- 
honest judgment ;  but,  in  the  higher  and  more  ex- 
tensive meanmg  of  tiie  word,  he  is  dishonest.  He 
suffers  himself  to  be  imposed  on  by  the  feelings  of 
friendship  and  humanity.  Nay,  far  from  guarding 
against  it,  he  aids  the  imposition,  and  becomes  the 
willing  dupe  to  his  own  inclinations. 

Licinius  was  a  man  of  learning  and  of  fancy ;  he 
lived  at  a  time  when  the  factions  of  this  country 
were  at  their  greatest  height ;  he  entered  into  all  of 
them  with  the  greatest  warmth,  and,  in  some  of  the 
principal  transactions  of  the  time,  acted  a  consider- 
able part.  With  warm  attachments,  and  ungov- 
erned  zeal,  his  opinions  were  violent,  and  his  prejudi- 
ces deep-rooted.  Licinius  wrote  a  history  of  his  own 
times  :  his  zeal  for  the  interests  he  had  espoused  is 
conspicuous ;  the  influence  of  his  prejudices  is  appar- 
ent ;  his  opinion  of  the  characters  of  the  men  of 
whom  he  writes  is  almost  everywhere  dictated  by 
his  knowledge  of  the  party  to  which  they  belonged  ; 
and  his  belief  or  disbelief  of  the  disputed  facts  of  the 
time,  is  directed  by  the  connection  they  had  with 
his  own  favourite  opinions.  Phidippus  cannot  talk 
with  patience  of  this  history  or  its  author  ;  he  never 
speaks  of  him  but  as  of  a  mean  lying  fellow,  who 
knowingly  wrote  the  tales  of  a  party,  and  who,  to 
serve  a  faction,  wished  to  deceive  the  pubHc.  Phi- 
dippus is  mistaken ;  Licinius,  in  one  sense  of  the 
word,  was  perfectly  honest ;  he  did  not  wish  to 
deceive;  but  he  was  himself  under  the  influence  of 
deception.     The  heat  of  his  fancy,  the  violence  of 
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his  zeal,  led  him  away ;  convinced  that  he  was  much 
in  the  right,  he  was  desirous  to  be  still  more  so ;  h(* 
viewed,  and  was  at  pains  to  view,  every  thing  in  one 
light;  all  the  characters,  and  ail  the  transactions  of 
the  time,  were  seen  under  one  colour;  and  under 
this  deception  he  saw,  and  thought,  and  wrote. 
When  Phidippus  accuses  Licinius  of  being  wilfully 
dishonest,  he  is  mistaken,  and  is  under  the  influence 
of  a  like  deception  with  that  of  Licinius.  Licinius 
wrote  unfairly,  because  he  saw  every  thing  in  one 
light,  and  was  not  at  pains  to  guard  against  self- 
deception,  or  to  correct  erroneous  judgment.  Plii- 
dippus  judges  of  Licinius  unfairly,  because  he  also  is 
under  the  influence  of  party,  because  his  system  and 
opinions  are  different  from  those  of  Licinius,  and 
because  this  leads  him  to  judge  harshly  of  every  one 
who  thinks  like  Licinius. 

Lysander  is  a  young  man  of  elegance  and  senti- 
ment ;  but  he  has  a  degree  of  vanity  which  makes 
him  wish  to  be  possessed  of  fortune,  not  to  hoard,  but 
to  spend  it.  He  has  a  high  opinion  of  female 
merit;  and  would  not,  for  any  consideration,  think 
of  marrying  a  woman  for  whom  he  did  not  believe 
he  felt  the  most  sincere  and  ardent  attachment.  In 
this  situation  of  mind  he  became  acquainted  with 
Leonora  ;  Leonora's  father  was  dead,  and  had  left 
her  possessed  of  a  very  considerable  fortune  ;  Lysan- 
der had  heard  of  Leonora,  and  knew  she  was  4)os- 
sessed  of  a  fortune  before  ever  he  saw  her.  She  is 
not  remarkable  either  for  the  beauties  of  person  or 
of  mind  ;  but  the  very  first  time  Lysander  saw  her, 
he  conceived  a  prepossession  in  her  favour,  and  which 
has  now  grown  into  a  strong  attachment.  Lysander 
believes  it  is  her  merit  only  which  has  produced 
this  ;  and  he  would  hate  himself,  if  he  thought  Leo- 
nora's being  possessed  of  a  fortune  iiad  had  tiie  least 
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influence  upon  him.  But  he  is  mistaken  ;  he  does 
not  know  himself,  nor  that  secret  power  the  desire 
of  wealth  has  over  him.  The  knowledge  of  Leo- 
nora's being  an  heiress  made  him  secretly  wish  her 
to  be  possessed  of  personal  merit  before  he  saw  her  ; 
when  he  did  see  her,  he  converted  his  wishes  into 
belief;  he  desired  to  be  deceived,  and  he  was  so. 
He  conceived  that  she  was  possessed  of  every  accom- 
plishment of  person  and  of  mind  ;  and  his  imagina- 
tion being  once  warmed,  he  believed  and  thought 
that  he  felt  a  most  violent  attachment.  Had  Leo- 
nora been  without  a  fortune,  she  would  never  have 
drawn  Lysander's  attention ;  he  would  have  never 
thought  more  highly  of  her  merit  than  he  did  of 
that  of  most  other  women  ;  and  he  would  not  have 
become  the  dupe  of  his  wishes  and  desires. 

Amanda  is  a  young  lady  of  the  most  amiable 
dispositions.  With  an  elegant  form,  she  possesses  a 
most  uncommon  degree  of  sensibility.  Her  parents 
reside  at  Belltield,  in  a  sequestered  part  of  the 
country.  Here  she  has  few  opportunities  of  being 
in  society,  and  her  time  has  chiefly  been  spent  in 
reading.  Books  of  sentiment,  novels,  and  tender 
poetry,  are  her  greatest  favourites.  This  kind  of 
reading  has  increased  the  natural  warmth  and  sen- 
sibility of  her  mind  ;  it  has  given  her  romantic 
notions  of  life,  and  particularly  warm  and  passionate 
ideas  about  love.  The  attachment  of  lovers,  the 
sweet  union  of  hearts,  and  hallowed  sympathy  of 
souls,  are  continually  pictured  in  her  mind.  Phile- 
mon, a  distant  relation  of  Amanda's,  happened  to 
pay  a  visit  to  Bellfield.  Amanda's  romantic  notions 
had  hitherto  been  general,  and  had  no  object  to  fix 
upon.  But  it  is  difficult  to  have  warm  feelings  long, 
without  directing  them  to  some  object.  After  a 
short   acquaintance,  Philemon    became    very   par- 
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ticular  in  his  attentions  to  her.  Amanda  was  not 
displeased  with  them  ;  on  the  contrary,  she  thought 
she  saw  in  hira  all  those  good  qualifies  which  she 
felt  in  her  own  m.ind.  Every  look  that  he  gave, 
and  every  word  that  he  spoke,  confirmed  her  in  this. 
Every  thing  she  wished  to  be  in  a  lover,  every  thing 
her  favourite  authors  told  her  a  lover  ought  to  be 
possessed  of,  she  believed  to  be  in  Philemon.  Her 
parents  perceived  the  situation  of  her  mind.  In 
vain  did  they  represent  to  her  the  danger  she  ran, 
and  that  she  had  not  yet  acquaintance  enough  of 
Philemon  to  know  any  thing,  with  certainty,  about 
his  character.  She  ascribed  these  admonitions  to 
the  too  great  coldness  and  prudence  of  age,  and  she 
disregarded  them.  Thus  did  Amanda  believe  her- 
self deeply  enamoured  with  Philemon,  but  it  could 
not  be  with  Philemon,  for  she  knew  little  of  him. 
She  was  the  dupe  of  her  own  wishes;  and  she  de- 
ceived herself  into  a  belief  that  she  Avas  warmly 
attached  to  him,  when  it  was  only  an  ideal  being  of 
her  own  creation  that  was  the  object  of  her  passion. 
Philemon  may  be  worthy  of  the  love  of  Amanda, 
or  Amanda  may  be  able  to  preserve  the  deception 
she  is  under  even  after  marriage  ;  but  her  danger  is 
apparent. 

The  influence  of  self-deception  is  wonderfully 
powerfuh  Different  as  are  the  above  persons,  and 
different  as  their  situations,  all  have  been  under  its 
guidance.  As  observed  above,  dishonesty,  in  our 
ordinary  transactions  in  the  world,  is  a  vice  which 
only  the  most  corrupted  and  abandoned  are  in  dan- 
ger of  falling  into  ;  but  that  dishonesty  with  ourselves, 
which  leads  us  to  be  our  own  deceivers,  to  become 
the  dupes  of  our  own  prevailing  passions  and  incli- 
nations, is  to  be  met  with  more  or  less  in  every 
character.     Here  we  are,  as  it  were,  parties  to  the 


326  MIRROK.  NO.    56. 

deceit,  and  instead  of  wishing  to  guard  against  it, 
we  become  the  willing  slaves  of  its  influence.  By 
this  means,  not  only  are  bad  men  deceived  by  evil 
passions  into  the  commission  of  crimes,  but  even  the 
worthiest  men,  by  giving  too  much  way  to  the  best 
and  most  amiable  feelings  of  the  heart,  may  be  led 
into  fatal  errors,  and  into  the  most  prejudicial  mis- 
conduct. Did  men,  however,  endeavour  to  guard 
against  the  influence  of  this  self-deceit,  did  they 
coolly  and  on  all  interesting  occasions  examine  into 
the  principles  and  motives  of  their  conduct,  did  they 
view  themselves  not  under  the  mist  and  cover  of 
passion,  but  with  the  eyes  of  an  impartial  spectator, 
much  might  be  done  to  avoid  the  dangers  I  have 
pointed  out. 

s 


I 


No.  56.     SATURDAY,  AUGUST    7,  1779. 


The  fii'st  of  the  two  following  letters  I  received 
some  time  ago  from  my  friend  Mr.  Umphraville  ; 
and  I  think  I  need  make  no  apology,  either  to  him 
or  my  readers,  for  giving  it  a  place  in  this  day's 
Mirror. 

"  MY   DEAR    SIR, 

"  The  moment  that  I  found  myself  disengaged 
from  l)usiness,  you  know  I  left  the  smoke  and  din 
of  your  blessed  city,  and  hurried  away  to  pure  skies 
and  quiet  at  my  cottage. 

"  1  found  my  good  sister  in  perfect  health,  free 
from    flying    rheumatic    pains,    aguish    complaints, 
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slight  megrims,  and  apprehensions  of  the  toothache, 
and  all  the  other  puny  half  pangs  that  indolence  is 
heir  too,  and  that  afford  a  kind  of  comfort  to  the  idle, 
by  supplying  them  wi.th  topics  of  complaint  and 
conversation. 

"  You  must  have  heard  that  our  spring  was  singu- 
larly pleasant ;  but  how  pleasant  it  was  you  could 
not  feel  in  your  dusky  atmosphere.  My  sister 
remarked  that  it  had  a  faint  resemblance  of  the 

spring  in  .      Although  I  omit  the  year,  you 

may  believe  that  several  seasons  have  passed  away 
since  that  animating  era  recollected  by  my  sister. 
'  Alas  !  my  friend,'  said  I,  'seasons  return,  but  it  is 
only  to  the  young  and  the  fortunate.'  A  tear  start- 
ed in  her  eye  ;  yet  she  smiled  and  resumed  her  tran- 
quillity. 

"  We  sauntered  through  the  kitchen-garden,  and 
admired  the  rapid  progress  of  vegetation.  '  Every 
thing  is  very  forward,'  said  my  sister  ;  '  we  must 
begin  to  bottle  gooseberries  to-morrow.' —  '  Very  for- 
w^ard,  indeed,'  answered  I.  '  This  reminds  me  of 
the  young  ladies  whom  I  have  seen  lately  ;  they 
seemed  forward  enough,  though  a  little  out  of  sea- 
son, too.' 

"  It  was  a  poor  witticism  ;  but  it  lay  in  my  way, 
and  I  took  it  up.  Next  moi'ning  the  gardener  came 
into  our  breakfasting-parlour :  '  Madam,'  said  he, 
'  all  the  gooseberries  are  gone.'  — '  Gone  !  '  cried  my 
sister,  '  and  who  could  be  so  audacious  ?  Brother, 
you  are  a  justice  of  the  peace  ;  do  make  out  a  war- 
rant directly  to  search  for  and  apprehend.  We 
have  an  agreeable  neighbourhood,  indeed ;  the 
insolence  of  the  rabble  of  servants,  of  low-born 
purse-proud  folks,  is  not  to  be  endured.'  — '  The 
gooseberries  are  not  away,'  continued  the  gardener, 
'  they  are  all  lying  in  heaps  under  the  bushes ;  last 
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night's  frost,  and  a  hail-shower  this  morning,  have 
made  the  crop  fail.'  —  'The  crop  fail ! '  exclaimed 
my  sister ;  '  and  where  am  I  to  get  gooseberries  for 
bottling  ? '  — '  Come,  come,  my  dear,'  said  I,  '  they 
tell  me  that,  in  Virginia,  pork  has  a  peculiar  flavour, 
from  the  peaches  on  which  the  hogs  feed  ;  you  can 
let  in  your  goslings  to  pick  up  the  gooseberries  ;  and 
I  warrant  you,  that  this  unlooked-for  food  will  give 
them  a  relish  far  beyond  that  of  any  green  geese  of 
our  neighbour's  at  the  castle.'  —  '  Brother,' replied 
she,  '  you  are  a  philosopher.'  I  quickly  discovered 
that,  while  endeavouring  to  turn  one  misfortune  into 
jest,  I  recalled  another  to  her  remembrance,  for  it 
seems,  that,  by  a  series  of  domestic  calamities,  all 
her  goslings  had  perished. 

"  A  very  promising  family  of  turkey  chicks  has 
at  length  consoled  her  for  the  fate  of  the  goslings  ; 
and  on  rummaging  her  storeroom,  she  finds  that 
she  has  more  bottled  gooseberries  left  of  last  year, 
than  will  suffice  for  the  present  occasions  of  our 
little  family. 

"  What  shall  I  say  of  my  sister  ?  Her  under- 
standing is  excellent ;  and  she  is  rehgious  without 
superstition.  Great  have  been  her  misfortunes, 
poor  woman !  and  I  can  bear  testimony  to  her 
fortitude  and  resignation  under  them  ;  and  yet  the 
veriest  trifles  imaginable  unhinge  her  mind. 

"  That  people  of  sense  should  allow  themselves 
to  be  affected  by  the  most  trivial  accidents,  is  absurd 
and  ridiculous.  There  are,  indeed,  some  things, 
which,  though  hardly  real  evils,  cannot  fail  to  vex 
the  wisest,  and  discompose  the  equanimity  of  the 
most  patient ;  for  example,  that  fulsome  court  paid 
by  the  vulgar  to  rich  upstarts,  and  the  daily  slights 
to  which  decayed  nobility  is  exposed. 

"  I  hope  that  your  periodical  essays  find  favour 
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in  the  sight  of  the  idle  and  frivolous.  You  may 
remember,  I  to-ld  you  long  ago,  that  I  would  never 
read  any  of  them.  The  perusal  of  them  could  not 
make  me  esteem  you  more  than  I  do  already ;  and 
it  might  bring  many  fashionable  follies  to  my  knowl- 
edge, of  which  I  am  happily  ignorant.  I  ever  am, 
"Yours  affectionately, 

"  Edward  Umphraville." 

"  to  the  author  of  the  mirror. 


"  I  am  confined,  by  the  occupations  of  a  laborious 
employment,  to  a  constant  residence  in  town.  Dur- 
ing the  summer  and  autumn,  however,  I  sometimes 
can  afford  a  day,  which  I  wish  to  spend  in  a  jaunt 
in  the  country.  I  lived  in  the  country,  Sir,  in  my 
earlier  days ;  and  whenever  I  hear  a  wood,  a  meadow, 
or  the  banks  of  a  river,  mentioned,  I  always  think 
of  peace,  of  happiness,  and  innocence. 

"  This  season  I  have  had  a  friend  in  town,  who, 
beirtg  an  idle  man,  is  a  great  maker  of  parties. 
Among  others,  he  contrives  to  get  people  together 
of  a  Saturday  or  a  Sunday,  to  go  and  dine  in  the 
country,  which,  he  says,  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Edinburgh,  affords  some  of  the  most  beautiful  and 
romantic  scenes  he  ever  saw.  Last  Saturday  I  was 
asked  to  join  in  one  of  his  parties  of  this  sort ;  to 
which,  being  a  lover  of  rural  scenes,  as  I  mentioned 
before,  I  readily  consented. 

"  My  friend  had  the  ordering  of  every  thing  on 
our  expedition.  The  carriages  he  had  bespoke  did 
not  ari-ive  at  the  place  of  meeting  till  near  an  hour 
after  the  time  appointed  ;  and,  when  they  did  come, 
we  had  another  hour  to  wait  for  our  conductor, 
who,  having   sat   up   at  a   town-party,  till  five  that 
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morning,  was  not  willing  to  be  disturbed  till  mid- 
day. 

"  We  arrived  at  the  place  of  our  destination 
betwixt  two  and  three.  I  iraraediatfly  proposed  a 
wall<,  to  enjoy  the  beauty  of  the  fields,  and  the 
purity  of  the  air;  but  my  proposal  was  overruled, 
from  the  consideration  of  the  near  approach  of  din- 
ner ;  some  of  the  company,  likewise,  observing  that 
the  evening  was  the  properest  time  for  walking  in 
this  hot  weather.  Meantime  a  cup  was  called  for, 
which  in  the  same  hot  weather  was  pronounced 
vastly  pleasant,  and  my  friend  declared  was  more 
refreshing  to  him  than  the  purest  air  under  heaven. 

"Dinner  was  soon  after  brought  in,  which  con- 
sisted of  a  profusion  of  meat,  ill  drest,  and  served  up 
in  a  slovenly  style.  This,  however,  was  a  country- 
dinner,  and  people  were  not  to  be  nice  in  the  country. 
So  we  sat,  enjoying  the  pleasures  of  the  country, 
amidst  the  steams  of  greasy  broth,  rusty  ham,  and 
stinking  mutton  ;  our  ears  delighted  with  the  jingle 
of  bells,  and  the  hallooing  of  guests  in  the  stair- 
case, which  were  very  ineffectually  answered  by  the 
bustle  of  an  awkward  waiter,  and  a  fat  hoyden  of  a 
chambermaid. 

"  When  the  tablecloth  was  removed,  our  con- 
ductor, who  said  he  found  himself  much  the  better 
for  his  dinner,  called  for  the  landlord,  and  desired 
him  to  send  in  a  particular  sort  of  wine,  the  flavour 
of  which  he  highly  commended.  An  old  proverbial 
recipe  was  cited  to  him,  by  a  red-faced  gentleman 
at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  which  signifies  that  a 
man  should  drink  a  bottle  to-day,  as  a  cure  for  the 
effects  of  two  or  three  drunk  yesterday.  'Twas  a 
prescription  very  much  suited  to  the  inclination  of 
my  friend,  who  declared  after  having  drunk  a  bottle 
of  it,  that  he  never  w^as  better  in  all  his  life.     No- 
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body  mentioned  the  evening  being  a  proper  time  for 
walking ;  so  we  sat  till  our  carriages  were  at  the 
door,  and  till  we  dispatched  four  last  bottles  after 
their  arrival.  The  post-boys,  whose  patience  needed 
some  cordial  to  maintain  it,  were  busy  in  their  way 
below ;  so  that,  when  at  last  we  got  into  the  chaises, 

they    were   as   drunk as    drunk    as    we    were. 

The  carriage  in  which  another  gentleman  and  I 
were  placed  was  overturned  about  a  mile  from 
town  ;  I  escaped  with  a  sprained  ancle ;  but  my 
friend  had  his  collar-bone  broke. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Mirror,  I  incline  to  think,  that  a  man 
may  find  a  bad  dinner,  and  get  drunk  after  it,  just 
as  well  in  town  as  in  the  country ;  and,  in  the  first 
case,  he  will  have  the  advantage  of  saving  his  bones, 
the  chaise-hire,  and  the  tax  upon  post-horses. 
"  I  am,  &c., 

"  Civis." 


No.  57.     TUESDAY,  AUGUST  10,  1779. 


No  thinking  man  will  deny,  that  travelling  into 
foreign  countries  is,  in  certain  situations,  attended 
with  many  and  great  advantages.  It  polishes  the 
manners  of  the  courtier,  enlarges  the  views  of  the 
statesman,  and  furnishes  the  philosopher  with^  a 
more  extensive  field  of  observation,  and  enables  him 
to  form  more  certain  conclusions  with  regard  to  the 
nature  and  character  of  man.  At  the  same  time,  I 
have  often  been  disposed  to  doubt,  how  far  it  is  an 
eligible  thing  for  a  private  gentleman,  without  tal- 
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ents  and  inclination  for  public  life,  to  spend  much 
of  his  time  abroad,  to  acquire  a  relish  for  foreign 
manners,  and  a  taste  for  the  society  of  a  set  of  men, 
with  whom  neither  his  station  nor  his  fortune  entitle 
him  to  associate  in  the  after  part  of  his  life.  The 
following  letter  on  this  subject  may  perhaps  be  ac- 
ceptable to  my  readers. 

"  TO    THE    AUTHOR   OF    THE   MIRROR. 
"  SIR, 

"  Most  of  your  predecessors  have  favoured  the 
public  with  speculations  on  travelling ;  and  they 
have  been  at  pains  to  point  out  the  abuses  of  it  that 
from  time  to  time  have  prevailed  among  us.  In 
The  Spectator,  the  absurdity  of  a  fond  mother  and 
mother's  own  son  going  together  to  make  the  tour 
of  Europe,  in  order  to  learn  men  and  things,  is  ex- 
posed in  a  very  masterly  manner.  If  I  have  not 
been  misinformed,  that  admirable  essay  was  the 
production  of  a  young  man,  who  afterwards,  by  his 
great  talents  and  eminent  virtues,  added  dignity  to 
the  highest  office  in  the  law  of  England,  which  he 
filled  many  years  with  the  entire  approbation  of  all 
good  men. 

"  In  The  World,  the  folly  of  sending  an  ignorant 
booby  to  travel,  who  looked  with  contempt  on  the 
French  and  Italians,  because  they  did  not  speak 
English,  is  held  up  to  ridicule  in  a  vein  of  wit,  and 
with  an  elegance  of  expression,  that  mark  the  com- 
positions of  the  Earl  of  Chesterfield. 

"  A  correspondent  in  your  own  paper  has  pointed 
out  tiie  fatal  effects  of  a  practice,  unknown  till  within 
these  few  years,  of  sending  boys  to  foreign  schools, 
or  academies,  where,  according  to  his  account  of  the 
matter,  they  learn  nothing  but  vice  and  folly. 

"  Although  travelling  has  proved  equally  fatal  to 
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me,  my  case  is  very  different  from  any  of  those  I 
have  mentioned  ;  I  shall,  therefore,  take  the  liberty 
to  give  an  account  of  myself,  from  which  you  and 
your  readers  will  be  best  able  to  judge,  whether 
making  what  is  called  the  grand  tour,  be  an  advisa- 
ble thing  for  persons  in  my  circumstances  and  situ- 
ation. 

"  I  am  the  only  son  of  a  gentleman  of  fortune  and 
family.  My  father,  who  was  himself  a  man  of  let- 
ters, wished  to  give  me  a  liberal  education,  and  was 
desirous  to  unite  the  solidity  of  the  ancient  system 
with  that  ease  and  grace,  which,  of  late,  have  been 
cultivated  so  much,  and  which,  by  some,  have  been 
thought  the  most  essential  of  all  acquirements.  Soon 
after  my  twentieth  year,  my  father  died,  leaving  me 
possessed  of  a  family  estate  of  a  thousand  pounds  a 
year,  and  I  hope  I  may  say  it  without  vanity,  with 
as  great  a  share  of  knowledge  as  any  of  my  contem- 
poraries could  boast  of.  The  tour  of  Europe  was 
the  only  thing  wanting  to  complete  my  education. 
Intimately  acquainted  with  the  celebrated  characters 
of  antiquity,  and  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  their 
virtues,  I  longed  to  visit  Italy,  to  see  the  spot 
where  Scipio  triumphed,  where  Caesar  fell,  where 
Cicero  harangued.  Full  of  these  ideas,  I  set  out 
on  my  travels ;  and,  after  passing  some  time  in 
France,  I  proceeded  to  Rome.  For  a  while,  an- 
tiquity was  my  great  object,  and  every  remain  of 
Roman  greatness  attracted  my  attention.  After- 
wards music,  of  which  I  had  always  been  a  lover, 
and  painting,  for  which  I  acquired  a  taste  in  Italy, 
occupied  much  of  my  time ;  but,  whilst  engaged  in 
these  favourite  pursuits,  I  did  not  neglect  any  op- 
portunity of  mingling  in  society  with  the  natives, 
and  of  observing  their  manners  and  customs.  I 
lived,  too,  ou  the  most   intimate  footing  with  the 
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British  at  the  different  courts  I  visited ;  and  I 
doubted  not  that  the  friendships  I  then  formed  with 
men  of  tlie  first  distinction  in  my  own  country, 
would  be  as  lasting  as  they  appeared  to  be  warm 
and  sincere.  If  the  pleasui'es  in  which  we  indulged, 
and  which,  by  degrees,  came  to  occupy  almost  the 
whole  of  my  time,  sometimes  bordered  on  the  licen- 
tious, they  were  at  least  attended  with  an  elegance, 
which,  in  some  measure,  disguised  the  deformity  of 
vice. 

"  Various  reasons,  which  it   is  needless    now  to 
mention,  at  length  constrained  me   to  return  home. 

As  I  approached  my  seat  in  the  county  of ,  I 

felt  a  tender  satisfaction  at  the  thought  of  revisiting 
those  scenes  where  I  had  spent  so  many  happy  days 
in  the  '  early  morn  of  life,'  and  of  seeing  again  the 
companions  of  my  youthful  sports,  many  of  whom  I 
knew  had  settled  in  the  country,  and  lived  on  their 
estates  in  my  neighbourhood.  My  arrival  was  no 
sooner  known  than  they  flocked  to  welcome  me 
home.  The  friends  of  my  father,  and  their  sons, 
my  old  companions,  were  equally  sincere  and  warm 
in  their  compliments;  but,  though  I  was  pleased 
with  their  attachment,  I  could  not  help  being  dis- 
gusted with  the  blunt  plainness  of  their  manners. 
Their  conversation  usually  turned  on  subjects  in 
which  I  could  not  possibly  be  interested.  The  old 
got  into  keen  political  debate,  or  dissertations  on 
farming;  and  the  young  talked  over  their  last  fox- 
chase,  or  recited  the  particulars  of  their  last  debauch. 
If  1  attempted  to  give  the  conversation  a  different 
turn,  they  renjained  silent,  and  were  altogether  in- 
capable to  talk  of  those  subjects  on  which  1  had 
been  accustomed  to  think  and  to  speak.  If  I  men- 
tioned the  Gabrielli,  or  tlie  Mignotti,  they  were  as 
much  at  a  loss  as  I  was  when  they  joined  in  prais- 
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ing  the  notes  of  Juno  or  of  Jowler ;  if  the  propor- 
tions of  the  Venus  de  Medicis  were  talked  of,  one 
would  perhaps  ask,  what  a  dead  beauty  was  good 
for?  anotiier  would  swear,  that,  in  his  mind.  Polly 

was  a  better  made   girl   than   any  heathen 

goddess,  dead  or  alive. 

"  By  deijrees,  my  neighbours  gave  me  up  alto- 
gether. They  complained  that  I  was  a  strange  fel- 
low, who  hated  company,  and  had  no  notion  of  life. 
I  confess  I  was  rather  pleased  with  their  neglect, 
and  in  my  own  mind,  preferred  solitude  to  such  so- 
ciety ;  but  solitude  at  length  became  irksome,  and 
I  longed  again  to  mingle  in  society.  With  that  view 
I  went  to  the  races  at  Edinburgh,  where  I  was  told 
I  should  meet  with  all  the  polite  people  of  tliis 
country.  Tiie  night  I  arrived,  I  accompanied  to 
the  assembly  a  female  relation,  almost  the  only  ac- 
quaintance I  had  in  town.  If  you,  Mr.  Mirror,  be 
a  frequenter  of  public  places,  I  need  not  tell  you 
how  much  I  was  struck  on  entering  the  room.  Dark, 
dirty,  mean,  offensive  to  every  sense,  it  seerned  to  re- 
semble a  large  barn,  rather  than  a  room  allotted  for 
the  reception  of  polite  company.  I  had  no  sooner 
entered,  than  I  was  hurried  along  by  the  crowd  to 
the  further  end  of  the  hall,  where  the  first  thing 
that  caught  my  eye  was  an  old  lady,  who,  it  seems, 
presided  tor  the  night,  and  was  at  that  instant  em- 
ployed in  distributing  tickets,  to  ascertain  the  order 
in  which  the  ladies  were  to  dance.  She  was  sur- 
rounded by  a  cluster  of  persons  of  both  sexes,  all  of 
whom  spoke  at  the  same  time,  and  some  of  tliem, 
as  I  thought,  with  a  voice  and  gesture  rather  rough 
and  vehement. 

"This  important  part  of  the  ceremonial  beh.i^  at 
length  adjusted,  the  dancing  began.  My  conductress 
asked  me  if  1  did  not  think  the  ladies,  in  general, 
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handsome  ?  I  told  her,  and  that  without  any  com- 
pliment, that  I  thought  them  more  than  commonly 
beautiful ;  'but  methinks,'  added  I,  '  the  gentlemen 
are  not,  either  in  dress  or  appearance,  such  as  I 
should  have  expected.' — '  Oh,'  replied  she,  '  have  a 
little  patience,  the  men  of  fashion  ai-e  not  yet  come 
in ;  this  being  the  first  day  of  the  races,  they  are 
dining  with  the  stewards.'  I  had  not  time  to  make 
any  observation  on  the  propriety  of  allowing  ladies 
to  go  unattended  to  a  public  place,  to  wait  four  hours 
there  in  expectation  of  the  gentlemen  with  whom 
they  were  to  dance  ;  for,  at  that  instant,  a  loud 
noise  at  the  lower  end  of  the  hall  attracted  my  no- 
tice. '  There  they  come,'  said  she  ;  and  I  soon  per- 
ceived a  number  of  young  gentlemen  staggering  up 
the  room,  all  of  them  flustered,  some  of  them  per- 
fectly intoxicated.  Their  behaviour — I  forbear  to 
mention  the  particulars  — was  such  as  might  be  ex- 
pected. 

"In  a  few  days  I  was  quite  satisfied  with  the 
amusements  of  Edinburgh,  and  with  pleasure  re- 
tired once  more  to  my  solitude  at .     There, 

however,  I  again  fell  a  sacrifice  to  ennui  ;  I  could 
contrive  no  way  to  fill  up  my  time.  After  passing 
two  or  three  tedious  years,  I  resolved  to  make  one 
effort  more,  and  set  out  for  London,  in  hopes  of 
meeting  those  friends  with  whom  I  had  lived  so  hap- 
pily abroad,  and  in  whose  society  I  now  ex^jected 
to  receive  pleasures  without  alloy. 

"  Upon  inquiry,  I  found  that  almost  all  my  friends 
were  in  town,  and  next  morning  sallied  forth  to  wait 
upon  them.  But  nowhere  could  I  gain  admittance. 
It  did  not  occur  to  me  that  those  doors,  which,  at 
Rome  or  Naples,  flew  open  at  my  approach,  could, 
at  London,  be  shut  against  me.  I  therefore  con- 
cluded. I  had  called  at  an  improper  time,  and  that 
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the  hours  of  London,  with  which  I  was  but  httle 
acquainted,  differed  from  those  we  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  abroad. 

"  In    that  behef,  I  went  to  the  Opera  in  the  even- 
ing.    I   had  not  been  there  long  before  Lord 

happened  to  come  into  the  very  box  where  I  was. 

With  Lord I  had  lived  in  habits  of  the  most 

intimate  friendship,  and,  in  a  less  public  place,  I 
should  have  embraced  him  with  open  arms.  Judge, 
then,  of  my  astonishment,  when  he  received  my  com- 
pliments with  the  coldness  of  the  most  perfect  in- 
difference. It  is  needless  to  run  through  the  mor- 
tifying detail.  From  all  my  friends  I  met  with  much 
the  same  reception.  One  talked  of  the  business  of 
parliament,  another  of  his  engagements  at  the  S^a- 

voir  Vivre,  or  the  Coterie.     The  Duke  of -, 

who  then  filled  one  of  the  great  offices  of  state, 
alone  seemed  to  retain  his  former  sentiments.  One 
day  he  took  me  into  his  closet,  and,  after  some  gen- 
eral conversation,  solicited  my  interest  in  the  county 

of ,  for  Mr. -.     I  told  him  that  my 

engagements  to  the  other  candidate  were  such  that 
I  could  not  possibly  comply  with  his  request.  He 
seemed  perfectly  satisfied,  and  we  parted  on  the 
best  of  terms ;  but  from  that  day  forth,  his  Grace 
never  happened  to  be  at  home  when  I  did  myself 
the  honour  of  calling  on  him. 

"  Chagrined  and  mortified,  I  returned  to  Scotland. 
When  I  had  got  within  a  hundred  miles  of  my  own 
house;  I  observed,  from  the  road,  a  gentleman's  seat, 
the  beauty  and  elegance  of  which  struck  me  sO 
much,  that  I  stopped  the  carriage,  and  asked  the 
post-boy  to  whom  it  belonged!  'To  Mr.  Manly,' 
said  he.  '  What,  Charles  Manly  ?  '  Before  I  could 
receive  an  answer,  my  friend  appeared  in  a  field 
at  a  little  distance.  Manly  and  I  had  been  educated 
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at  the  same  school,  at  the  same  universit}',  and  had 
set  out  together  to  make  the  tour  of  Europe.  But 
after  we  had  been  some  time  in  France,  he  was 
called  home,  by  accounts  that  his  fother  lay  danger- 
ously ill.  From  that  time  a  variety  of  accidents 
had  prevented  our  meeting.  We  now  met  as  if  we 
had  parted  but  yesterday  ;  with  the  same  freedom, 
the  same  warmth,  the  same  glow  of  friendshi{), 
heightened,  if  possible,  by  our  long  separation. 

_  "  During  my  stay  at  his  house,  I  told  him  all  my 
distresses,  all  my  disappointments.  When  I  had 
done,  '  To  be  plain  with  you,  my  friend,'  said  he,  '  I 
cannot  help  thinking  that  most  of  your  disappoint- 
ments must  be  imputed  to  yourself.  Your  long  res- 
idence abroad,  and  your  attachment  to  foreign  man- 
ners, has  led  you  to  judge  rather  hastily  of  your 
countrymen.  Had  you  been  less  rash,  you  might 
have  discovered  virtues  in  your  neighbours  that 
would,  in  some  measure,  have  made  up  for  the  want 
of  that  high  polish  and  refinement  which  they  can- 
not be  expected  to  possess.  From  what  you  saw 
at  Edinburgh  in  the  hurry  of  a  race  week,  and  from 
the  behaviour  of  a  set  of  men,  who  think  that  fash- 
ionable distinction  consists  in  indulgence  in  low 
pleasures  and  gross  amusements,  you  have  drawn 
conclusions  equally  unfavorable  and  unjust.  I  know 
from  experience,  that  nowhere  are  to  be  found  men 
of  more  agreeable  conversation,  or  women  more  ami- 
able and  respectable.  Your  late  disappointment,  in 
the  reception  you  met  with  from  your  foreign  friends 
proceeds  from  a  mistake  not  uncommon,  from  con- 
founding that  companionship,  so  apt  to  produce  a 
temporary  union  among  young  men,  when  engaged 
in  the  same  pleasures  and  amusements,  with  real 
friendship,  which  seldom  or  never  has  been  found 
to  subsist  between  men  differing  much  in  rank  and 
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condition,  and  whose  views  and  objects  in  life  do 
not  in  some  measure  coincide.' 

"  I  am  now,  Mr.  Mirror,  fully  convinced  of  the 
truth  of  Manly's  observations  ;  and  am  every  day 
more  and  more  satisfied,  that  it  is  a  misfortune  for 
a  private  gentleman,  who  means  to  pass  his  days  in 
his  native  country,  to  become  attached  to  foreign 
manners  and  foreign  customs,  in  so  considerable  a 
(leo-ree,  as  a  long  residence  abroad,  in  the  earlier 
period  of  life,  seldom  fails  to  produce. 
"  I  am,  &c., 
M  "Alonzo." 
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